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PREFACE, 



I commenced printing this volume to please 
one who, alas! has not lived to witness its 
completion — the praise or censure of others is 
no w, therefore, of little import to me. The trifles 
it contains were mostly written in that happy, 
thoughtless season of life when, as the noble 
Nivernois beautifully and truly remarks, — 



•Reflexion et Jeunesse 



A> iunisseiU pas aisiment. 
Lon sent d cet age charmant 
Certain hesoin tTaimer qui presse; 
Von est ami. Von est amant, 
Bieti mains par choix que par ivresse ; 
Le cceiir rent un attachement, 
Et iahandonne cL la tendresse 
Sans savoir pourquoi ni comment.* 

It will not, consequently, be wondered at, that 
the major part of them owe their birth more to 

♦ Fables fjar M. le Due de Nivernois, Livre 1. Fable 18. 



IV PREFACE. 



fanciful feeling than any other source : some 
there are, however, that sprung, but too sin- 
cerely from sad reality ; whilst others are merely 
imitations of various passages that afforded me 
pleasure during the progress of a very desultory 
course of reading. I have found amusement in 
noting down the various coincidences with my 
Poems, which I have discovered in other writers, 
and in pointing out to whom I have been in- 
debted for my ideas. Whether the reader will be 
alike gratified in the perusal remains to be de- 
cided. I commit them to the world without ' 
solicitude; the only aim I had in publishing 
them I cannot now accomplish — and to every 
other disappointment I am proof. 



5, Union Place, Lambeth, 
June, 1829. 
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DEDICATORY LINES 



TO 

M A M. 



In morning dream, by summer stream, 

Before my soul knew care or duty, 
On the pure tablet of my heart 

I drew the form that I thought beauty. 

There did I trace my line of grace. 
My every thing I deem'd enchanting, 

And many a chill of youth that form 

Dispell'd, young Hope's sweet sunshine granting. 

Still, day and night, with fond delight, 
I woo'd this shade of fancy's forming, 

And long, a pilgrim, rov'd to find 

The shrine of charms but half as charming. 

B 



2 



But vain my cares, unheard my prayers, — 
And reason long had deem'd them folly ; 

For, though I rarest idols found. 

They were not those which I thought holy ! 

Though maidens bright shed round their light» 
My fancy still their beauty tain led ; 

I own'd them fair, but ever sighed, 

" They're not the fair my thoughts have painted." 

At length there beamed a form, I deem'd 
The form so long belov'd in seeming ; 

With every charm as bright and warm. 
Yet lovelier than my loveliest dreaming 1 

There shone the eyes that woke my sighs, 
Yet sparkling with a radiance lighter : 

There were the cheeks so long T sought^ 
Yet glowing with a crimson brighter. 

There rose the bosom's orby swell, 
The silken robe's restraint disdaining. 

There waved the tress of loveliness. 
Reason and prudence both enchaining. 



That form, which ghone, my fnificy's own. 
Was thine, thou dearest work of heaven ! 

Then, surely, thou wert born for me. 
Or why such prescience of thee given? 

And, be the world's rude censures hurPd, 
I shall not, dear, the less admire thee ! 

For, oh ! thou'rt all in all to me, 

Thou'rt all that passion can desire thee. 

There may be fair, more bright and rare, 
To me they'll be less rare and bright, dear ! 

Thou'rt earth's and heaven's best to me ! 
Thou'rt all that constitutes delight, dear ! 

ril not maintain thy beauty's chain. 

Nor praise thy charms before another's; 

To me thou'rt all I've ever wish'd ! 
1 care not what thou art to others. 

And every vow I've made ere now. 

Each song I've breath'd to fancied beauty, 

Find their true owner here in thee, 
And pay the tribute, love, of duty. 

b2 



\iiil (li'tm eiidi praise, uT tjiese rude lays, 
Tiiiiif own — by lieavcii, through me, ilirf 

riiiiii roncuntraiiui! urcath charm ! 
And be ihey l]j 'iiiv SMii.E i-kcitected. 



And 



■ ihiis i;oc)i niurlnl hope dodincs, 
ilo mir Juarest, briglitesl wishes fade 
spacB xinicl iienn'fl, wilh joy, these 
tio«', I bill address ihcm Kj a shade ! 
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SUPPLICATORY ODE. 
TO THE OWL. 



Sage bird of darkness, Critic Owl ! 

Why should'st thou, from thy leafy cowl, 

In yon deep shades, dart, mighty Sir, 

To crush the Poet Grasshopper — 

A dwarfish, trifling, thoughtless elf, 

Significant but to himself; 

Who, — his brief song of summer o'er, — 

Perchance had troubled thee no more ? 

Why tear him from his sport away, 

And make the tuneful wretch thy prey ? 

Alas ! stern reason thou canst give — 

" The fool must die, that I may liveP 

'Tis even so — still victims we 

To rigorous necessity. 

Sad elf! in song he wpos each fiower, 

And you, too, carol in your bower — 

Albeit in a graver tone, — 

A note between a hoot and groan. 
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INTRODUCTORY STANZAS. 

Who has -not heard of Memnon's Harp* of yore ? 

Which, ever as the blushing morning broke, 
And golden sun-beams play'd its light chords o*er, 

From silenoe into wild sweet strains awoke ; — 

* This celebrated Lyre was fixed in the hand of the colos- 
sal statue of Memnon, erected at Thebes, in ancient^ ^gypt* 
See Strabo, Geog. lib. xvii. Pausanias, in Attic. Lucian, 
in his Philopseudes and Toxaris. Also Philostratus ; this 
latter Author in his de Vita Apollon. Tyan. has the following 
passage : — ** 5oic€7 y^ 6 ilKios olovti t^X'^irrpoi', Kwrd r6 ffrSfia 
iyarltmav r^ Me/uvow, lKKa\i<rBai <payifv iKtiOtv" In his Icon. 
and in his Heroics, he particularises the sound still more mi- 
nutely, ^'tiiw fidijdicrTva tvp^iiv 6 ffXios l^€dKKit 'vrnpi* ^s rd 
&ydKna ^viiv ^frjyyvaiv-'^ The fable of its magical properties, 
not the least known of the Classical Thaumaturgi of the olden 
time, is so beautiful, that none can wonder at most of our 
celebrated Poets having noticed it. I had imagined my mode 
of treating it to be entirely original, till I stumbled, par 
hazard, on the following passage in the Malade Imaginaite of 
Molxere:—*' Mademoiselle," says Diaporus, **ni plus,ni 
mains que ta statue de Mtmnon rendoit un son harmonieux 
lorsqu^eile venoit d^itre eclairie des rayans dusoleit: tout le 
mime me sens-je animi d^un doux transport d I'apparition du 
Moleil de vos beautis," — Act ii. Sc. 5. 1 have since discovered^ 
Akbmsidb has a beautiful passage in his '* Pleasures o/Imagi- 
mUion, b. i." similarly circumstanced, in point of resemblance. 



'I'll I 



i diiylig-hi tims were dying, 
noil's Harp llify trembling 
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III sail «neel jilrftiiis ils ningit numbers siy hi ng. 

llvrrm'iJ dut ilc|inriin^ splentluiir's last raris- 
wHI :— 
Jii-l 9u my waywiiiU lloi-p — il pensive sigiiB, 

ToucliM Ity (111' pitniiig glance of Utfuuty'e iiiiiaii; 
Tirrtli lis slic giifs. ill uni; kuiI slrain il diesi 

Aiul only n->ik<'S to lil't: wlit'n shi: is seen. 



TliL' Ni;,'litiiigaU', M«'e«t Fuel of ihe Rusls* 
Sin^s only wliilo the llower ht? lovus is blowing; 

Wlii-'n sunimpr siins hur buiiuty's buds tliwIoBt-, 
TI11311 first his lav is lit:nril,tliuir rrngriiiice wuoing: 

* Of llie Ptictitnl canneiioii hetvceo [lie Nit;hLiii^le and 
lllf U'.ae.miicVi hus liiien iuhJ maj be wrilleii. JamiusoTi, in 
» \..li.' Ki ii'u I'oimlar B«lla,U, Ac. Vol. 11. |i. 93. hss loiiio 
obitcnaliuns uii itiia subject suQickmlly peniiical to merit 



And thus my song, wliose burthen still is Love, 
Beauty's warm presence can alone inspire ; 

Only her blushing charms its praise can move, 
And wake the notes of wonder and desire. 

And as his song forsakes the love-lorn bird. 

In that sad season when the flower decays, 
And, sympathetic, his last close is heard, 

When her last fading flush wounds his fond gaze ; 
So ceases the fond song I breathe, whene'er 

Inspiring Beauty is no longer near me, 
Nor will it sound to soothe the pangs 1 bear, 

But flies with her who only else could cheer me ! 



quotation. " The name of the Nightingale," says he, *• in 
the French, {rossigfiol,) Italian (rossiffnole^) &c. is beauti- 
fully poetical ; it is Cehic, and is still preserved in the 
Scoto-Gaelic and Irish, Ros-an-ceol, the rase music ; the 
melody finely substituted for the melodist ; the former being 
often heard, whilst the latter is seldom seen. The Oriental 
foble of the Nightingale and the Rose is well known, and 
needs no other explanation than simply observing, that the 
queen of sylvan melodists, and the queen of flowers, come and 
go together ; and that Nightingales sing only while Roses 
blow.** 
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THE CX)NTRAD1CT10NS OF LOVE. 



In Love what contradiction lies, 

Love's all made up of joy and sorrow; 

His April face, of smiles and sighs, 
Will laugh to-day and weep to-morrow. 

Though child, he has a giant's power; 

Though blind, his aim he misses never ; 
Though god, he'll die within an hour ; 

Though wing'd, he'll sometimes stay for ever. 

Yes, Love is all a contradiction ; 

Those who love best the worst agree ; 
Love's a sad fact, a laughing fiction — 

For mark you how the rogue serves me : 

His fires within my bosom blaze. 
Yes, there incessantly they glow ; 

While, through my eyes, his fountain plays 
With as continual a fiow. 



i.iiil stL-oam both in a breall. ; 
■ •III (he (Jrcniiriil atr^ra* 
■\u\] io (lie » iloiibin tleti 
wc by llooil and cunda^i 



• I'l.r a furllj r emimeritiinli T iht Ctntrudi Uoni 
t.nvc, iJiu llfiwiir inuj reftr to PtTHIKIIIi htnen 
"■VoHi'ir null i~ ; rli dNiii]nr ^ fiiil cA i i nfu ' und I 
SiirK'lln. " Pace H h traca e nun /lo e/ i fni gvtera I 
r<iiiriliimd liflh SlunzaSiirniF Pudiii will nmindlhe S[fl[ii 
■rnt iheliiUcininsJiiw" ill tlie ■' PinW. //«i(»ii.T," 



I.t Sar 



■ Artlii J Ilorti sin sdfsipj,'" ; 

Llnraiiila y unJiciitln (mil", 
)ii!* "i tl llatilci iii'iLf:^ rl lwf;i'i 

\i el fucgDcuntiunio tl IIhmo,' 
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LINES 



FROM THE FRENCH OF MONCRIF: 



** Autrefois, un temple etoit,^ Sec. 



There was, in ancient times, a fane, 
Where Passion's pilgrims often rov'd, 

And breath'd, to balm their bosom's pain. 
The witching name of her they lov'd. 

Ah I were such shrine but standing now, 
How many a youth, with thoughts of flame, 

Would own the "idol of his vow. 
By softly sighing Maia's name ! 



r\p)n(l LiLMLatb Ihu nuctn-tiile 
\n I liluom tu bt^aiity iti hix rays, 

s IT iJins III I loipr's eyt'a, 

\ ill iiiiitid tunes Hiore lovely grow, 

^ I 1(1 B<Ifliil MWi ctiics<4 IM liiii sighs, 
All I with iinwonled graci-s glow. 
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As gems from light llifir brillia 

Anil liriglitest sliinc when shone upon, 
Nur hill!' lliiNr urieut riiys retain, 

VVhi'n light wauea dim and day is uono : 
fio 13(>auly beams, for one dear one I . 

Aci^iiires frcah splendour in liis sight, I 
IJcr life — her light — her day — her sirn — 

Htr harbinger of all iliot'a brighll* 
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of them, and really imagined I had been the first to express, 
what so many must have felt ; but on looking over Rogbrs^s 
delicious little volume of Poems, some time after this was 
penned, I find he has, with his usual felicity, noted the same 
effect. I give his Text and Commentary ; they occur in his 
beautiful Poem, ** Human Life :" speaking of a girl in love, 
he says 

** soon her looks the rapturous truth avow, 

Lovely before, oh, say how lovely now !" 
on which he afterwards remarks : ^ 

'* Is it not true that the young not only appear to be, but 
really are, most beautiful in the presence of those they love ? 
It calls forth all their beauty." 

Such a coincidence might almost induce me to exclaim 
with the plagiarising pedant of antiquity, ** Pereant qui 
ante nos nostra dixeruni /" 



III ! iJi> iKil uHKi^ iip»ii dwl sUir. 
'I'liul i,1is[iinl statT so cafiK'sih , 
lii'st not my plaasim' 
I'or. .'ill ! I fiiilOuL givf Li lli,v, 



Il'tli 



Aiiil. Kiicl) iii my ij u boil nil fil luvi', 

I wiinlil not iiiakt ilitie miiiire^a uf, 
And pruve in lovo, at loasl, a h'iiiff ! 



■ Lord Albfmarlc, wlien advunced in jeara, Was lilc Iovcf 
nnd prolcctnr cif Mademoiselle Gaucller, Her name al in- 
fancy, and lliai b) tihii:)i Jhe WU more endeared tn her ad- 
mirer, "as l.uloite, One evening-, aa llicj Here walking- to- 
tellitT. jwrcKiving- lier ejei fised uii a Mar, he said to her, — 
'■Do nui Inuk di i{ an earntsllj, niy dear, I cannul gite\\ 
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BEAUTY'S IMMORTALITY. 
TO 



And must the world lose all thy light ? 

Thine, love, whose eyes e'en suns outshine. 
Whose virtue's brilliance beams more bright, 

Must thou like other fair decline ? 
Ah ! no, my faith spurns such controul, 

rjl ne'er believe the herd, who say 
The orient casket of thy soul. 

Like common forms, will fade away ! 

No, as while living here, love, we 

Beheld thee brightest of our sphere ; 
So, when thou'rt dead, there's nought of thee 

But will be something rich and dear. 
Thine eyes, which mock the diamond's light. 

Still, as of wont, will diamonds be ! 
Thy breasts will turn to lilies white. 

With all the lily's purity ! 

c 
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iiiilii- VuHij^i:- 

'■ Full falliuw. livit lb) I'ailier lie* ; 

Of his boDM are cgral liluJe ; 
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..r 1 shoulJ never ln.vi- bad .Iw ti-meril; lo Inxv..' rHti.reii; 

SliBl(fl(PB(ire"» 'charmed riigi." 
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QUESTIONS. 



Love ! who can hope thy power to fly, 

Or think to shun thy darts> 
When thy own wings the plumes supply, 

Which speed them to our hearts ? 

And who, when wounded, from his breast 

Thy shafts can ever tear. 
When beauty's piercing glances form 

The barbs that ^x them there? 
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LOVE'S H ATRE D ! 



TO 



I LOVB you, yet hate you, alas 'tis too true; 

'Tis a paradox easy enough to explain : 
I love you, for so all that see you must do. 

And hate you, because you don't love me again.* 

* These lines are altered from the Latin of Catullus, 
" De amore »iio :"— 

Odi, et amo, quare id faciam fortasse requiris^ 
Nescio : sed fieri sentio, et excrucior. 
Catullus in turn appears to have been imitated by Martial :~- 
Non amo te, Sabidi, nee possum dicere quare; 
Hoc solum possum dicere, non amo te. 
Few readers will be displeased at my subjoining the face- 
tious Tom Brown's celebrated and very pleasant Translation 
of this last Epigram : — 

1 do not love thee. Doctor Fell, 
The reason why I cannot tell ; 
But this I know, and know full weH, 
1 do not love thee, IX)Ctor Fell, 



I nil . 



■ •a .1 SiiDiiiifr's cvc, wilfi vagrant f'eft, 
uri il s III luildlj glimiuLr'J tliroiigli the Iivm') 
■it^lil K<.iii l(iTit.l\, roulitig, culm ri'lrvnl, 
iiitL lliL Ircahntas of Ihe wancleriiig broc^i'. 
, on a blink nilh violeia o'ergrown, 
Lii^nid Iinibs 111 gladncsii 1 liave thrown, 
lasting all tin lii\iir> o( rest, 
mils (i in lint my ftncv Itiv'd the best ; 
I all III »litlL hy TiWs, that softly wcpi, 
hum I nir il siiuiids, till I have slenl. 



\di hi\ I Hi>kL, till Philomela sad lutiL- 

Uiilock'd each BunSBi when, starling, I have fiiiind 
Mgtil's darki^st rloiids biidimniing ihc pale moon. 

And sliadi; and sileiicu Stealing all aroimd. 
Then slowly have I sought my anfient luwcr. 
And, all pnnipt, through midnight's lonely hour 
Have giv'n my overy thought to Heavi'n above. 
And ils divinest work, my " Ijidye Luve." 
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STANZAS. 



PARAPHRASBD FROM THE FRENCH OF OHAULIEU 



" Iris, ne croyez pas qitune fiamme nonvelle,^^ Sfc, 



Oh ! check the sigh thy joy that smothers. 
Think not that I can prove untrue ; 

Nor say, I you shall leave for others. 
As I have others left for you. 

No, loveliest, no ! for though the youth 
Who gains thy smiles may faithless be 

To others, who have claim'd his truth, 
He ne^er can faithless be to thee. 



■>U'ls H'li'ic fHst, uiui tlie oak-foreatK ronr. 
litl to anil fro wullfs nlong ihe ga'en Klmrc, 

nslaliiiti! nl' liiesp wildiy-liilthptic lines ll'lii- lii'M 



lo\'a 






Un- I'k.iilmiiiii. llic stttind (jUM of Scliil[er's nfjlile Trilogy, 
li'atUiwIriu; (lud ii song bj Ihu liemine of Iho piece, 
nci:ijii]|jiiijii:d b} llu' Orcllcslra, in a iiiauDHC H'iJd and im|)rea- i 
sive iH'iODd us[.rf5*l.in. Tht aatund line, " Ouji HVigi!itU \ 
ifiaildl mCunlemgniH," reminds me BOBlronslj uf Htmipr'a 
tdebraleil laasage, — " 1^ VmifSiii irnjA Bira iruAi/^Kumei'io 
Sa^BTOTji .'■ llial I lann'ji but lliink Biljlller niun !ia\e liud il 
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The big waves are breaking with might, with mi^ht, 
AQd sadly and lonely she sings to the night ; 

Her blue eyes discolour'd with weeping. 
" My heart's dead within me, the world is a void, 
" Which nought more can yield to be wish'd or 

enjoy 'd : 
** Thou holy One, summon thy weary child home ! , 
" I've liv'd and I've lov'd, now forsaken I roam, 

" And sigh for the grave's quiet sleeping 1" 

Der eichwald brauset, die wolken ziehn. 
Das Magdlein waDdelt an's ufers griin 
Es' bricht sich die welle mit macht, mit macht, 
Und sie singt hlnaus in die finstre nacht, 

Das auge von ivienen getriibet. 
Das herz ist gestorben, die welt ist leer, 
Und weiter giebt sie dem wunsche nichts mehr. 
Du heilige^ rufe dein kind zuriick, 
Ich habe genossen das irdische gliick^ 

Ich habe gelebt und geliebet. 



l.rWING BltTf;[IT(3\. 



\Vf'tl iitvcr, itevor part, 

Wcru ymi iiol to my purse 

Tiiiin (iveii to Jiiv he>,it. 



' Paraidimacd Imm llie rullnfting, wriitun mi 
an Inn at niunlilljT— 
" licaiix tieux, ui'i dcs [tlnisirs Condu'ltxa 1m 
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PASSION'S WISHES. 



I WISH I were the silver moon 
Upon my Mai a beaming ! 

For then she'd delight 

To walk in my sight, 
Where the waters bright are streaming. 
AH night I on her charms would gaze 

Through her window, while she was sleeping ; 

I'd scare with my light 

The ills of the night, 
'Till morn my love-watch keeping ! 

I wish I were the golden sun — 
All day I'd gaze upon her ; 
Her face so bright 
With rays of light 
I'd encircle, to glory and honour ! 




nug. 
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TO 



Thy cheek beauty's blush still discloses, 
Yet harder no heart sure can be ! 

But since Iron is found hid in Roses/ 
What wonder I meet it in thee ? 

On my cheeks the Roses have faded. 
Sad proof that my love is sincere. 

And no Iron my heart has p>ervaded, 
But the barb which thy scorn has fix'd there ! 



* Dr. Clarke has satisfactorily proved the existence of 
Iron in the petals of Red Roses. 



Oil l.rL'i.iht' uyiiiri lliiU riK'liing Iny, 
AiiU wlii.fi in I'urL'ijn lOirncs I stray, 
Wh^ri y.-ars liiivx- circluil u'it my licad. 
And every jo J" of youth lias fli'd. 
If tliaiite its tunes I ht-ar sgiiin, 
'Tivill sweetly Imnisli fuiuro poin, 
By wakening wiili ericiiaiiling power 
Tl)e fi.-eling« of tlie [ir<-s,>iil \iuw. 

Su^et, 1, I hil, lulIi tone »i!l bim- 
Sunir long-iosl ktlmg on its wing , 
Sonn, puise of j oLiih b> dull age stili'di 
SoniL [l)ought (if bliss that ofl ha^ (linllM 
Mj lipart «illijuy ' aome note of tuvi , 
Soiiu iiispinlHin Irom above, 
F>i h< mus — soothing — sofltming — ji\ 



I 



II til>i> 



iUk. ^ 



> that : 



fing I 
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MADRIGAL, 



TO MAIA. 



The youth who sees thee may rejoice. 
And he is blest who hears thy voice, — 
But, oh ! what cause of smiles has he. 
Who, happy, gains a smile from thee ! 

Happy is he who thee admires. 
Happier, who sighs with soft desires ; 
But, oh ! more blest, more happy he. 
Who, sighing, gains a sigh from thee ! • 

* The last four lines of this Madrigal are translated from 
the following, addressed by Guarini to a beautiful Lady :— 
Felice che yi mira. 
Ma pid felice che per yoi sospira : 
Felicissimo poi, 
Che sospirando ift sospirar voi. 



le in llje Buperiarily, i 



>1iU! I'pltiiiit- nf aiili^iiiji 
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RHAPSODY. 



" This is very Midsummer madness r 

8HAK8PBARB. 



I LOVE my Love to such excess. 
And prize her with such jealous care, 

That I could quarrel with the breeze. 
Which frolics with her golden hair. 

So great the madness of my heart. 
With such fierce passion do I glow. 

That oft I wish to rend the robe 
That dares to clasp her breast of snow. 

And when in noontide high she roves 
And meets the sun's enamoured blaze, 

I call for night to shroud the groves, 
That he may not so warmly gaze. 



'Tis lolly's dream ! yei i prefer 
Siicii dreama to dull roality ; 

I ivoiilrf be air, robe, all, to Hlt \' 
She should be every thing to : 



1 



• I am aware lllal evpry classical rt-ader, ujion ihe pe 
of this line, will call to mind Anacrcorrs 

Chrui tui SKnqn fit, &.C, 
But where is the lover, worlhj of ihe name, who has ru 
some periad, cherished a limilarly romantic visii ! 
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LINE S, 



ON LEAVING AN OBSCURE RETIREMENT. 



Unsightly chamber ! gloomy , narrow, bare. 

Dark guardian of my rest ; 
Ah ! though my hours, in thee, by moody care 

And anguish were oppress'd. 
Yet, now, that I'm about from thee to sever, 
I feel a pang to think it is— /or ever ! 



For, oh ! there is no thing so lorn and rude. 

Taught or untaught. 
That hath been with us in our solitude 

And known our thought. 
But feeling hearts will find themselves o'ercast 
At taking the farewell they deem — ^the last!* 

♦ " There are few things," observes Dr. Johnson, in his 
Idler^ " not purely evil^ of which we can say, without some 
emotion of uneasiness^~<At« is the last. Those, who could 

d2 




nst are stnciiy c 
lowed to observe, that I was not at all awai 
when I wrote the Lines on which they f 
and which were really penned from gem 
moment of separation described, and n< 
laying down an axiom, or illustrating an < 
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LINES 



TO 



WRITTEN ON THE SANDS OF HASTINGS. 



As the sea-shell retains in its bosom 
The sighs of the waves where it play'd. 

Still breathing them, never to lose them, 
Till dark into ruin 'tis laid : 

S09 deep in my bosom are lying 

The sighs, you, false maid ! breath 'd to me ; 
And there will they echo^ undying. 

Till breathless that bosom shall be^ 



All ! llioitgh my hnrp neglected stands. 
Which once so sweetly iiaed to sound, 

The sport of Zephyr's wanton hands ; 
Atid though my tresses are unbound ; 

■ Tills ver; cbaractciistic Ftagmeni of the unfortunate 
Pocleai, aeemi to have tliroivn all the Schnliasla into e< 
aipB. " We may auppoie," aa^a Dr. Joseph Wartqk, " 
Tair Aiitlior looking up caniEstty on her luotbcr, caating down 
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Ah ! though I spend the night in sighs, 
And strive my tears from day to hide. 

Pride of my life — joy of my eyes — 
My dearest mother— do not chide ! 

For, oh ! in every thrilling vein 

A secret influence I own ; 
Young Love asserts his mighty reign. 

And claims me for himself alone, — 
Steals every thought, each sense pursues ; 

And all, which was so late my pride, 
Now, lost in love, unnotic'd sues. 

Yet, dearest mother, do not chide ! 



ing, * Beloved mother, I can no longer weave the web^ in- 
spired with love for some beauteous boy by the gentle 
Venus/ " By the bye, this is not a very adequate translation 
of the Doctor, the beautifully expressive Epithet * BgaSiyay 
AipgoScray^* being totally lost in it ; the following is more lite- 
ral, and does perhaps more justice to the origincd. '' My sweet 
mother, I really cannot any longer turn the spindle, being 
subdued by my desire for a youth, through the sloth" 
creaHKg Venus." 

Another Conmnentator asserts " that it would have afforded 
a worthy subject for Guido, the first, perhaps^ among the Ital- 
ian painters, who alone could have transfused this inimitable 



letles translation. 




/ 



/ 
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FANCIES. 



Hbr kisses hang upon my lips, 

Like morning's dews upon the rose ; 

As soft, as sweet, as balmy too ; 

And, oh ! the lip that tastes such dew. 
Like dying love, immortal grows ! 

Her accents break upon mine ear. 

Like music o'er some stream at night ; 
I'm not on earth when she is near. 
Nor yet in heav'n ; but in some sphere, 
That is than either far more bright ! 



{ 



With frolic children of the earth, 

Whose ihouylitless hearts were hglit and gl 
Whose voiciis woke no sound bill mirih. 

The minstrel boy was mute and sad ! 
His heart was like his harp too much, — 

Unwakuii'd, thai would never wake : 
And where the lioart-Blrings none can luiii-h, 

The henrt will silent be, or break. 

Hut when iJjc chosen few onen spoke 

To genius, taste, and feeling dear, 
Tast as each heart-strung chord they woke. 

Its soft response 'twas sweel lo hear I 
Were love, or war, or woe the tbenie, 

He pour'd so wild, ho dear a strain, 
Ltdl'd ihom in so divine a dream. 

None ever wishVl lo wnkc a^ 
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ROUND 



FOR MUSIC. 



Rembmbbr, love, the rosy flower 

I promis'd thee in early rnorn^ 
Whichi wh^ we sought at evening hour. 

We found had fled, and leil a thorn ! ^ 

Ah let it, dearest, teach thee this. 
In pity to the youth who grieves, — 

The floweret is the joy we miss*— 

The thorn, the sharp regret it leaves.* 

* This little Poem is of Greek origin. The first four lines 
are a close translation of an Epigram, to be found in the 
Anthologia, beginiiing>-— 

T^ f^y. K. r. A. 



Last niglil, I siray'd through rose-wrcalli'd bo' 

Tor, uli ! my soul was sad with love ; 
And tu the Zephyrs and the flowers 

I sigh'd, Ihuir sympathy to move : 
" All ! tell me, gentle ga.lea," said 1, 

"' How I my lovely maid may bind V 
" Bind her with flowers," thty murmiir'd by ; 

" So sweet a chain she will not mind !" 

Some llowers I pluck'd ; "Sweet flowers !" said f 

" What with my fair will you avail!" 
" Oh ! k't us here till morning lie. 

And o'er the maid we may prevail." 
Morn came ; 1 slray'd where they were lying. 

And sigh'd, my lovely (towers to see; 
For, 801(10 with cold neglect wure dying. 

Whilst others twild not livelier bf ! ■ 
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Oh ! emblems of my love and me> 

You shall this morn my story tell ; 
The flowers that bloom, my fair shall be, — 

The withered, he who loves so well ! 
And, when she sees your bloom all going, 

She, then, for me may shed the tear. 
That I did, when I saw them blowing. 

And was reminded of my dear ! 



MADRIGAL. 



r breosl Die snnbeams 



Oh, Stream J on whose fair 

play. 

ff o'er thy banks my gentle love should stray. 
Keep thou her image on thy bosom clear. 
To bless my eyes when next I wander near 

And thou, too, Echo, when she passes by. 
If she should gladly sing or fondly sigh. 
Oh keep the sounds, and but repeat them, when 
I, her fond lover, cross thy haunts again. 



/-\. 
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STANZAS. 



Lbt fools with disappointment groan, 

My bliss no mortal can defer. 
For it springs from myself alone ; 

Yes — ^yes, the very dream of her 
Is far more rapturous to me. 
Than any other's self can be.* 

Lull then thy cares for me to rest, — 

Still let me slumber idly on ; 
I would not, if I could, be blest, — 

My happy dreams might then be gone * 
And, oh ! I would not risk to lose them. 
E'en for the heaven within her bosom : — 

* Nearly the same sentiment as this is expressed by Shen- 
STONE in his exquisite and often quoted Inscription, at the 
Lea»ow€»i to the memory of Min Dolman : 

*' Eheu ! quanto-minus est cum reliquis yersari, quam tui 
meminisse !" 



AnJ, aftiT drenins oflieav'n, to wake 

To mortal drtanis — my Jieart would break 1 
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SONNET. 



TO M. A. M. 



LiKB some sweet portrait of the olden time, 

(When painters pictured with a poet's eye. 
And woman, woo'd in her young beauty's prime. 

Wearing Romance's semblance gloriously, 
Mov'd forth, the chosen genius of the clime !) 

Mellowed, by lapse of years to that pale cast, 
That gentle fading morning of decay, — 

Thou lookest dear — a vision of the past ! 
Gliding like day-dream on thy placid way : — 

Scarce seems thy form of earth, so pure thy ray ! 
So calm, so meek, so pale thy look and mein ! 

So hallowed the chaste light around thee thrown. 
That, as we gaze, we cling unto the scene. 

To worship thee«— ere thou'rt for ever flown ! 

B 



\Vn^■ wcukly uii lii*r boanties dwell '{ 
Niiiiib'rin^ i^ncli source of false delight ; 

Slic lioiisis no cliarni, bnl therf lurks hnr 
Did doling Love possess but siglii ! 

T)io?e locks, al which c'>;n ago awakes, 
Arirtind her brovs so wanton (King, 

Ah ! nliat ure they but curling snaki-s, 
Thut have my heart to madness siung. 

Those glances, kindling wild deaires. 
Which from her eyes of azure play. 

Whftt nre they but the lightning's fires, 
That burn tbe gazer's pence away ! 



_ y^N 
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BEAUTY AND SCORN. 



Amorpnb assail ma ptti io sdegno, 

Ital. Prov. 



Oh, what a sun is o'er us glowing ! 

Oh, what a breeze is past us flying ! 
It cheers the flowers so sweetly blowing. 

Which else, by summer's suns, were dying. 
Nona, thy charms than suns are brighter ; 

And oh ! their brilliance death would give, 
But thy disdain breathes cooler, lighter 

Than southern breeze, and bids us live ! 

Thy beauty fills our hearts with love. 

Thy scorn inspires our soul with hate; 
And we should death by passion prove. 

But pride steps in and combats fate ! 
Our hearts by love and hate are torn, 

And like some bark, when winds annoy it. 
Between two waves it braves the storm. 

When singly either might destroy it, 

e2 



All, weru I bijl llif lyre 


^^1 


Thy limeful fingers wander o'er ;— ^^H 
1 might »s well be Hiich, for, oil I ^H 


Vou I'uiilil nut pluy upon me more. ^^^| 


I smile c 


^veorgay,- ^ 


For yon hi 
And nov 


^H 


Or, would 1 


^M 


Which in 

Rich draughl 

And love t 


t mill you «p ; |^l 
iv^uld then eofoWV 
nbathe my lip. 


■ I have taken some lintnifS ivitli Ihe original of this 
trifle, which is merely a rragmenl, and U bv some, but I 


think incorrectly, attributed to Anacreon. 
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BEAUTY'S IDEA! 



*< Oh, give me an idea /" said I 

To Maia, who was standing by : 

*' Dull Bard !" said she, << not to perceive 

But one idea can Maia give 1" — 

" Ah cease," I answer'd, •' to reprove, 

I know, I feel it now, — 'tis Love !" 



'TwAs at ihu >;entk', silvery full of day, 

StrctchM III my iunglh, bi-nr-itlJi a wouping: 
Oppross'd willi liwit ivnd tliuiighl f slimibpring !ny. 

Lull'd by llie ripplirigs of the stream's ligl 
billow-. 
Willie iheru I slepU my vivid fancy form'd 

A vision fra— ^' "'*'■ —'sery and woe : — 
Oh may I augii pain deform'd 

Only on sum slumber know ! 

Sighs rent my bosom, tcors bedew'd my oyes ; 

But soon I woke, and, to my joy, I knew 
Tliero were no sighs but Evening's zephyr sigks 

No tears but rose and lily's ti'ars of dew ! 
Oh then the rapturous joy that ihrill'd my form,. 

To find my grief, child of a dreamj- hour, 
Was like the sunshine breaking on the stunn. 

The rainbow rising o'er the sweeping shower. 



56 



These visions of affliction, then, I thought. 

Are like the quarrels which fond lovers grieve ; 
For though they painful are, they are but short. 

And they no anguished sting behind them leave. 
Love is asleep when these light storms are break- 
ing. 

And though we anguish feel, the while they last. 
Yet, when he wakes, what joy brings that awak- 
ing, 

To think that all our sleeping woe is past. 



■ 


1 1 H E M £ 




1 


■ 


PercM m 
Pe, me 
La men 


ai, le in piaitto e in pene, 
tuiin si cangii, 
wria del mio bene 




Du'mi. 


1 sen nan lnipiM»u .' 








"""""""'" 








When bliss, li 




blush 


, shall 


strayi 


And eve bit 


1 


ITOW'S 


1 Jl'W , 




When all of jt 


IJf 1 ISS' 


I way. 






Ah ! why Hi 


ius me 1 


lorj ■ 


too? 





But, oh ! ihe memory of past joy 

SliH, still, williin the heart will hve,— 

That soothing baUam to destroy. 
Which, h a i^J v,-, "j)^^ jf uVi' S i ^ u^ij!i' " 
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LINES 



TO SACCHARISSA, WITH A SUGAR VASE. 



Ah, would^ thou humble shrine for sweets^ 
Thou didst some soft nepenthe bear. 

To moderate our passion's heats, 
And sweeten every earthly care ! 

Or, would that in thy bosom I 
Could every sweet of life convey ; 

How swiftly then thy form should fly 
To her, who stole my heart away. 

Buty simple, empty as thou art, 

Borne by my ceaseless sighs, take wing ; 
She'll plenteous sweets to thee impart, 

Who gives a sweet to every thing. 



The 1IUJIIJ1 is iluivii. llit.- wind is lii^li, 

TliLTi<it. isfasily llo«iiig. 
Bill, uli ! ilit' iiiidiiiglit hour is niglt. 

And I iniisl nveds bi; going ! 
For lo my lovo I swore, by Jove ! 

That 1 tliis night would mwi her; 
Then blow, t\ (li.w.yLTtti 

Yiui'll m the th^oU-r, 

hov.' lui-rls n , lor he is blind ! 

Thou, moi).. -Bi noi arise ; 

\nd flow, lliou and blow, thoit m 

LovL-'s used to tears and sighs '. 
>Ij fair is all in all lo mv. 

My world lies in her chfuks I 
<Hi moun, iipiK'iir— ihu iiwid I >.c f 

Hu hush'd.Yc ^^il»U— sliL^-ivid;?.! 
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ANACREONTIC. 



Bring hither, boy, yon Tuscan wine, 
And round our brows we'll roses twine ; 
Roses we have pluck'd to day, 
And we will drink till they decay. 

Yes, fill the yase, boy, fill it high. 
For see the light forsakes the sky : 
To ocean hastes the fainting beam. 
And we must seek it in the stream. 

Then let us, with the goblet's light. 
Illumine all the hours of night ; 
Drown every thought of care and pain. 
And drink till daylight dawns again ! 



In timughls from the i 
tlefp falletk -m mef.~mi 
there icni silenre, anil I lifii 






Reprojk H niL' no!, boloved shade ! 

Nur lliink lliy memory less I prize ; 
The smiles, tlial o'er my features plnyM. 

But bid my pangs from vulgar eyts. 
I acted like the wofldling buy. 

With heori lu every feeling vain : 
I smil'd with all, yel felt nu Ji>y ; 

f wept »itli all, yet felt no pain, -^^^ 
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No — though, to veil my thoughts of gloom, 

I seem'd to twine Joy's rosy wreath, 
'Twas but as flowerets o'er a tomb, 

Which only hide the woe beneath. 
I lose no portion of my woes. 

Although my tears in secret flow ; 
More green and fresh the verdure grows. 

Where the cold streams run hid below. 



I've call'd ymi, ui mv lavs_ nudi teniier nami' 
My love co«M llii ■ b.^anlies cluim ! 

IVc call'd yoii ido arling — dear! 

And each foml naini liy srail'd to liear ; 

Tlicre wants but tliis lu maki; you more divine, 
That you would only let me call you — n 



• These Linos btar some resemblance lo an 
saing. Coleridpe lina, I believe, para] ih rased lilt 
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MAYING. 



TO MAIA. 



Now is the merry month of May ; 
And birds on every tree are telling 
The pleasures of their leafy dwelling, 

Singing many a roundelay ! 

Hark ! how the jocund rebecs sound ;— 
Oh merry, merry month of May, — 
Thy sward invites the limbs to lye. 

And hear the pleasant bells ring round. 

Now trips the morris to and fro, 

The while Dan Robin strains his throat. 
And drowns the cuckoo's warning note ; 

Come let us all a maying go ! 



Gnwia, ou 


r queen of May art tlioii 1 ^^^^| 


An-i ne' 


ver yet was carllily queen, ^^H 


Or .1^1.. 


;n of Fays, more lovi^Iy seen, '\ 


Or worihii 


Erofeach Slimmer tow! 


Ami, <.h ! 


if still you constanl prove. 


Swt-et n 


leed for every leur and sigh, 


May so, 


u JST prove, and I i 


R«^^ 


>f my luve ^^ 
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SERENADE. 



The day-light has long been sunk under the billow^ 

And Zephyr its absence is mourning in sighs ; 
vThen Dora, my dearest, arise from your pillow. 
And make the night day with the sun of your 
eyes. 
That, fairer than you, no one ever may prove. 
The bright mould that form'd you, they've broken,* 

my love ; 
And now, you alone can your image renew. 
Then, oh 1 for creation's sake, rise, diBarest, do I 

* The reader may probably accuse me of plagiarism from 
Byron's noble Monody on Sheridan. I allude to the admired 
lines which close that Poem : — 

" Nature form'd but one such man. 
And broke the die— in moulding Sheridan." 
Such^ however, is not the case ; this trifle was written at the 

F 



'I II tny i-ars you art- music, nud light to my eyes ! 
Tu my siigiiisli yuu'rebalm, lo my pleasures you're 



ich you ore joy ; there's ilie i 



Dny is iitii tiny if vmii- nmscncc I miss ; 

Ah, no .' 'ti» a Tii id moonkss as th» 



I jti 



request ofa nlusTcal f . moiilhs pi^vtout to ihe ap- 

lieatiinte iil' tllC Mcinodj, ir ilii'ir is uny nibhcry, Byron is 
li.iuiilly o lliief willi mj»clf, morr lliHn in'u rpnniries since, 
ArioBin, sjjetiking of t,ne of Ihe di'parlcH "cirlhie? of h)*a 
time, remarks :— ■ 

" Niilura lo fece, el poine ruppa la slampa." 
and if mj memory was noi so irescherous ai it is, I cooH 
ghon that ArioModid hut ray thai, which bad been, moi« than 
oner, us well said before him, by those great originalBof alt 
good tilings the old Greeks ; by-the-bye the Mine idea may 
he f'lund in BimNs as well as Ryrok. 
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CONSOLATJONS OF SORROW. 



TO THE SHADE OF .. 



I MISS thee most, my love, at that lone hour. 
When the last sun-rays leave our summer bower, 
And day and night, day's orient progress run, 
Are softly — sweetly — blending into one ! 
When the bright western star begins to rise. 
Lifting the dark blue depths of cloudless skies, 
That calm, that silent hour, the first of eve. 
Dearest to those who only live to grieve ! 

Then plung'd in memories of refin'd, sweet sorrow, 
E'en from my very grief, a joy I borrow ; 
A joy that almost makes my heart rejoice, — 
For, in deep solitude, there wakes a voice, 
A still small voice, the mourner's heart that cheers. 
Caught from the rill that trickles on in tears, 

f2 



^»ii«.i (III I lie iiumuicoo i?j iiipc&tiijco tiiat i loc 

I'roni nature's scenes, the woods — the plains — the 

skies ! 
And then, love, to my lonely couch I turn, 
Where, while with thousand thoughts of thee I burn, 
1 w(»o the dream that gives thee back again, 
And in that dear delusion lose my pain! 
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C A PRICC lO. 



ON 



Her black eyes mourn her treachery. 
Her cheeks blush deep with shame. 

Her coral lips pout angrily, 
Forc'd words of guile to frame. 

Her locks disdain the ringlet's chain, 
No more they'll hearts ensnare. 

At liberty ! they cry " be free. 
Our ties but bring despair I" 

At her deceit her bosom swells. 
Her breath still strays in sighs. 

Her every beauty now rebels. 
Her charms in judgment rise ! 



, .jve, thy clinrms I see. 

Cftii I a j!ceptic he 1 

Ail ! no, convieiion in a glance is triven ; 
For in thy forni and face 
A hand divine I trace. 

Laugh at thu powers of chance and own 
Heav.-n ! 

Though atoms, idl. 

Might fhinie this n. rl ; 

Though seas and plains from chaos might have 
feirth, 
Yel, oh ! what chance could give 
A form like thine to live? 

Wliat chaos yield thy judgment, wit, and worth? 

What chance could give thy cheek 
That hnc so rich and sleek, 

And fix lliat radiant brilliance in thine eye? 
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What chaos could bestow 
Those locks of golden flow, 

And breathe that witching fragrance in thy sigh ? 

Own the proud sceptic must ! 
No chance-rais'd dance of dust, 

A face, a figure, so divine, could frame ! 
'Tis writ in each fair line, 
Only a hand divine 

Could to that perfect image give the flame ! 

Thine eyes, which shine so bright, 
Are lit with Heaven's own light ; 

An angel's aspiration is thy breath ! 
Thy reason, ever right, 
Keen wit and judgment bright 

Immortal are, and mock the dart of death ! 

I seek not musty schools. 
But scorn the pedant's rules, 

I am not vers'd in theologic lore ! 
That there's a God, I know, 
To whom I ever owe 

My duty — love ! — I wish not to know more ! 




Tlieti still !'l! kneel to iher. 

My heart's lov'd deity. 

Nor shall lliou, dear, my c 
Through thee, I worship Heaven ! 
Through tlici', my faith is givi'ii ! 

Then to atlore iliei' i^ religion, Love I 
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NOTTURNO. 



Cantus quenilse tibiae. 

HoR. OD. 7. B. iii. 



^is now the dead of night, my love ; 
From thy chamber-bower alighf , my love ; 

I've a ladder of ropes. 

And a world of hopes — 
Then quickly let's take flight, my love. 

Here we in danger are, my dear. 
But we'll fly from it far, my dear ; 

Then into my arms. 

With thy thousand charms, 
Descend like a falling star, my dear. 



Tlie moon is shining bright, my dear ; 
Our Hying steps to light, my dear ; 

Beariiitig, the while, 

All approving smile, 
On this our true love flight, my dear. 



sas 
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LINES 



TO 



I SAW thee die, and yet I liv'd ! 

But what were thy worst pangs to mine ? 
Bliss, love 1 for though dull sense surviy'd, 

I died a thousand deaths in thine. 

And though I breathe and gaze and stray, 
My joy, my rest, my peace, have fled ; 

My mental life has pass'd away ; 

My hope, my heart, my soul, are dead f 

Existence, motion, still are mine ; 

But they to senseless things are given, — 
All, dear, that renders man divine, 

Thought, feeling, are with thee in heaven. 



When, lull'd in p.ission's dream, my senses slept, 
How (Jid 1 act ^ — e'en as a wayward child ! 

I smilM witli pleasure when 1 should have wept ! 
And wept with sorrow when I should have smil'd ! 

When Gracia, beautiful but faithless fair, 

Who long in passion's bonds my heart had kept, 

First with false blushes pitied my despair, 

I smiPd with pleasure ! — should 1 not have wept ? 

And when, to gratify some wealthier wight, 
She left to grief the heart she had beguil'd ; 

That heart grew sick and, saddening at the sight, 
1 wept with sorrow! — should I not have amiVd? 
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A MODEST ODE TO FORTUNE. 



'' Et genus et formam regina pecunia doDat" 

HOR. 



GODDESS Fortune, hear my prayer. 
And make a bard for once thy care 1 

1 do not ask, in houses splendid. 
To be by liveried slaves attended ; 
I ask not for estates, nor land. 
Nor host of vcussals at command ; 

I ask not for a handsome wife — 
Though I dislike a single life ; 
I ask not friends, nor fame, nor power. 
Nor courtly rank, nor leisure's hour ; 
I ask not books, nor wine, nor plate. 
Nor yet acquaintance with the great ; 
Nor dance, nor song, nor mirth, nor jest. 
Nor treasures of the east or west ; 



ThcKc, iliongh I iimth ilt-sire Ki haw. 
I do iiiit, rli^nreat BO(l(!f}sis, travn ; — 
I modtslly lor money call — 
For iii'tnei/ will procure ihem ailf 



• Compare- with [his the fullaning pasai 
eighth satire ; — 

QuicoiM|ue oat riclic, eattoui ina sagesae il est lage ; 

II a aana rien aavnir la ac'ien i partage ; 

II a I'CBprii, le creur; 1b mf rii e sang ; 

l,ii verlu. til valrur, la dig'nilf . le rail); ; 

II I'M aim,' dM gTim6f, il est di.-ri d.-s Wllos : 

Juiiiiiis SiiRiNTEND&RTDe iTouTB de Muellei. 
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HOPELESS LOVE. 



TO 



If hopeless love thou e'er hadst known. 

If e'er its pangs were thine, 
Oh, in the memory of thine own, 

Thou'dst feel and pity mine. 

But never, never may'st thou prove 

How wretched is their fate. 
Who sigh for those they may not love. 

Yet feel they cannot hate. 

* These Liaes^ with a slight alteration^ have been adapted 
to Caraffa's beautiful Air " Fra lante Angoscie," 



Winter, though all thy hours are drear and chill, 

Yet hast tliou one that welcome is to me ; 
Ah ! 'tis \v})en day-light fades, and noises still, 

And we afar can faintly darkness see ;* 
When, as it seems too soon to shut out day 
And thought with the intrusive taper's ray. 
We trim the fire, the half-read book resign. 
And in our easy chairs at ease recline ; 
Gaze on the deepening sky, in thoughtful fit. 
Clinging to light as loth to part with it : 
Then, half asleep, life seems to us a dream. 
And magic all the antic shapes that gleam 
Upon the walls, by the fire's fiickerings made ; 
And oft we start, surpris'd but not dismay'd. 
Ah ! when life fades and death's dark hour draws 

near, 
May we as timely muse and be as void of fear ! 

♦ " Darkness visible." Milton. 
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THE JOY OF WEEPING. 



A SMILE may brighten the tear-drop still. 

That from Beauty's dear eye jstrays ; 
As sun-beams lighten the trickling rill, 

That weeps through the forest maze. 
Joy brightens all the tears of love 

O'er virgin cheeks that steal ! 
When passion weeps, it is to prove 

What words cannot reveal ! 

Aurora weeps in tears of dew. 

As day leads on the hours. 
But sweetly smiles, the while, to view 

Her tears refresh the flowers 1 
Thus, when our tears for others flow. 

We smile through them, to see 
Despair still robb'd of half its woe 

By generous sympathy ! 

G 



* One kiss my love, and then' — I sigh'd — 

She granted it, my grief to smother, 

* One more, and then' — again I cried — 

" And then, — what then ?" — ' Then, love, an- 
otfier I* 

Yov though, as Sages, dear, disclose. 
E'en manna's self will cloying prove, 

*' Ificrease of appetite but grows 

On what it feeds," when it is Love !' 

* \ ido Basiuni III. of Joannes Secundus, "Da mihi sua* 
>i<ilnm/ cSlC. And Hasium VI I. of (he same Author, "Centum 
])asia ccnlics. .SLc.'" Also Catullus. Carm. VII " Qusrris quot 
mihi hasiationes/' \(\ ; and Martial, E|>ig. 34. lib. vi. 
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A LAMENT. 



•* The Flowers of the Forest are a wede away r 



Fair flower ! fair flower I 
Though thou seem'st so proudly growing. 
Though thou seem'st so sweetly blowing, 
With all Heaven's smiles upon thee, 
The blight has fallen on thee, 
Every hope of life o'erthrowing, 
Fair flower ! fair flower I 

Dear flower I dear flower I 
Vainly we our sighs breathe o'er thee, 
No fond breath can e'er restore thee ; 
Vainly our tears are falling, 
Thou'rt past the dews' recalling ; 
We shall live but to deplore thee. 
Dear flower ! dear flower ! 

g2 



L o mourning and to madness ! 
Soon will the cold tomb enshrine thee. 
Poor flower ! poor flower I 

Wan flower ! wan flower ! 
Oh ! how sad to see thee lying, 
Meekly — calmly — thus, though dying ; 
Sweeter, in thy decaying, 
Than all behind thee staying ! — 
But vain, alas ! is now our sighing. 
Lost flower ! lost flower ! 
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STANZAS 



TO MAIA, LOOKING AT A PICTURE. 



Sbb, what a lovely picture's here f 

Ting*d with rapture's brightest hue, 
A Lover, sitting by his dear; — 

Just, my Love, like me and you. 
What magic had the painter's hand, 

For, while we gaze, we scent"^ the flowers. 
And almost feel the Zephyrs bland, 

That seem to cool those trellisM bowers. 

Look at the youth ! Love's in his eye, 
His slender form beams ripe for bliss ; 

He seems to whisper " No one's nigh,^ 
Then grant, dear maid, the promis'd kiss 1 



»> 



* Philostratus, speaking of a Picture, has a similar idea 
*' exaiyw km tov tvipwrov rwv ^ohwy km 
^/ni yfypwl>0M aura fiera ttjs o<r/nis,'* 



»o\- «- Hid 



fond arm how gently twining 

Around her soft retiring waist; 
And see his lip, how blandly joining 

Her melting cheek, so warmly chaste. 
Ah ! as it glows in colours warm, 

It is a picture fair to see ; 
But we a sweeter one could form, 

One, dearest, in reality! 
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REFLECTIONS. 



Oh ! where have fled the moments blest/ 

That passed so swift away ; 
When day still brought us night's sweet rest^ 

And night was bright as day ? 
Sweet hours of youth and joy, 

That know no second birth ; 
Alas I you ever fly. 

Ere scarce we've learn'd your worth. 

And where has fled the power to move. 

That Nona once possessed ; 
That warm'd each icy heart to love, 

And fir'd each frigid breast ? 

* Dove sono i bei moment! 
Di dolcezza e di piacer f 

NozzB DI Figaro. 



Has Nona's beauty flown, 
For still with youth 'tis beauty flies ; 
Years ne'er depart alone. 
' In spring our wisdom sleeps ; 

In winter wakes to truth ; 
And long the greybeard weeps 
The folly of the youth. 



♦ Quo fugit Venus ? Heu ! quove color ? decens 
Quo motus ? quid habes illius, iilius 
Quie spirabat amores, 
Quie me surpuerat mihi ? &c. 

HOR. 
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EVENING. 



A SKBTCH FROM NATURE. 



Ut pictura poesis erit.- 



HoR. 



'Tis now the young decline of day ; 
The light is lingering in the sky, 
Fading unconsciously away. 

Like brightness in a maiden^s eye 
That fain would sleep. 
But watch must keep. 

Now shadows steal o'er hill and plain; 
Just, as in life's decline, we find 
Reflection steal across the mind, 

That sunshine will not aye remain 



.^ui:, two, three ! a glorious show ; 
And, now, they like a thousand glow ! 

I low Fancy works ! — they seem to me 

Like to some illumination, 

Given by a mighty nation. 
On their hero's victory. 

Their prince's birth-day celebration, 
Or a saintly jubilee ! 
ft is a sig-ht I joy to see, 
ft chimes well with my simple mood, 
To think that rustic nature should 
(Cheering her chosen sons) impart 
Sights that outvie the powers of art I 

■:: ^ * * 
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THE FIRST OF MAY. 



I SOUGHT her cot, ftt peep of day. 
And tapp'd, till Echo tapp'd again ; 

It was the merry first of May, 
And thus I breath'd a lover's strain : 

Maia, my life, my soul, arise. 

And shame the Heavens with those eyes ! 

Rise, love, the light has banished night, 
A world of sweets 
Thy coming greets. 

Bright cynosure of summer skies, 

Maia,my life, my soul, arise I 

Rise, love, it is the first of May, 

Most blest of days throughout the year ! 
I saw and lov'd thee on that day. 

But make it still more bless'd, my dear ; 



She'd be my bride ; 
To cliurch, in haste, we hied away,* 
And slie was mine the first of May ! 

♦ This Song is altered from a very pretty French Triolet 

Le premier jour du mois de Mai, 
Fut le plus heureux de ma vie ; 

I^e beau dessein que je formal, 

I^e premier jour du mois de Mai, 

Je vous vis, et je vous aimai. 
Si ce dessein vous plut, Silvie, 

Le premier jour du mois de Mai 
Fut le plus heureux de ma vie ! 
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SONNET. 



" If the power of voUtion be impended^ penons mov 
dream while they are awake* Such is the casef when^ in 
an evening^ looking into the fire, we let slip the reins of the 
imagination, and yielding implicitly to external object*, a 
succession of splendid or terrific imagery is produced by 
the embers in the grate * — ^Buchan. 

«• Oh for a Muse of Fire r 

Shakbspbarb. 



For very want of thought and occupation. 
Upon my fire» as broad and high it blaz'd. 
In idle and unweeting mood 1 gaz'd ; 
And, in that mass of bright and glowing things, 
Fancy, which in such moments readiest springs. 

Soon found materials for imagination : 



Ana mus the poet's soul of fire contains 

A store of all things bright and glorious — raised 

By Fancy, that deft artisan, to shape 

Into fair scenes and forms, that nature's best may 
ape. 
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DAY AND NIGHT. 



Nona has charms of splendid light, 

Like orient suns her full eyes beam, 
And, just as golden, long, and bright, 

Like sun-rays, do her ringlets stream : 
But, ah ! so glowing, so o'erpowering. 

Proud Nona pours her beauty's blaze. 
That, in shades, at distance cowering. 

Hearts adore, yet fear to gaze — 
And, like the sun, though bright her ray. 
She only cheers our hearts by day ! 

Gracia ! kind girl, more mildly beams. 
Like the moon's smiles are her bland looks, 

When from a cloudless sky it gleams. 
And throws its light o'er summer-brooks. 



^».i^, iiKe the moon, as kindly bright. 
Sweet Gracia cheers our hearts by night f 




/ 



/ 
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VALENTINE'S DAY. 



< To-morrow is Saint Valentine's day,' 
And, soon as morn shall shine. 

My dearest, shall I at thy window sigh, 
To be thy Valentine ! 

And if thou'lt at thy window stand 

Thy Valentine to see. 
The proudest he within the land 

Less proud than I shall be. 

# 

Then should the sun shine out or no, 

I care not, — let him rove; 
All will be sunshine here below. 

If I but see my love. 

H 



My liopes are fix'd on the 
And happier I should I 

Than kings, could I but r 
The throne of love witli 
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LOVERS MUTABILITY! 



The first bVefet time I saw my love,* 

'Twas on an April day ; 
Ah I that she like that day should prove, 

And shine but to betray, 

. In morn it was she cheer'd my sight, 
With smiles that fled too soon ; — 
They promised to endure till night. 
But vanish'd ere the noon. 

Now all is dark. Love's night has come. 
And brings death's lasting sleep ; 

My rest lies in the silent tomb, 
And she for me may weep 

* See Petrarch's Sonetto, " Era '1 giorno i ch' al sol sco- 
lorara,'' &c. written on first seeing Laura. 

h2 



Some cloud the fairest day deforms, 
Some blight mars pleasure's flowers ; 

( )nr look'd for sunshine turns to storms, 
The brightest sky has showers ! 

And *' all who've journied life's sad round," 

With me will, sighing, say, 
In love no equal bliss is found ; 

'Tis but an April day ! 
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SINGLE CURSEDNESS! 



If, as an ancient Sage* declares, 
Our souls all fall from Heaven in pairs, 
Which, though dividing in their course. 
Will still, impell'd by secret force. 
Towards each other wing their flight. 
Till they in bonds of love unite, — 
Ah ! tell me, all ye powers divine. 
Where is the soul that should be mine ? 
Why do we thus asunder live. 
And lose the bliss that each might give ? 
Ah I how much longer must I sigh 
For peace, love only can supply ? 

* I forget the name of this worthy ; his dictum is how- 
ever extant, and written in very choice Greek. 



Ah ! guide me, all ye powers above, 
( iiiidc mo to her I'm born to love ! 
F/cn though her coldness doom'd to meet, 
To languish ages at her feet; 
I'ur, oh I melhinks scorn, pain, despair. 
Were better than this void to bear ; 
This loathsome stagnancy of feeling. 
Over the heart like torpor stealing. 
Oh ! tell me where she may be found, 
And I will journey earth's wide round, 
To pour m}^ vows, and woo her smile ; 
Counting as pleasure every toil ! — 
Ah ! once to see her, once to know 
My soul lit up with passion's glow, 
<^)li, it would drive i'ar, far astray, 
The rust that eats my heart away. 



J" * * 
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The vapours dank would then depart, 
That now o'ercloud and dull my heart. 
I then once more within my soul 
Should own the feelings' sweet controul. 
Once more should thrill with that sweet joy, 
That best can lassitude destroy ; 
For, ah ! 'tis love alone can give 
That which makes life a bliss to live. 



TO .. 



The purple-hued Clematis, dear, 
Dies, if no fond support be near; 
Just so it is with you and me. 
Through Love and Nature's sympathy ; 
You tlie support, the tendril J,— 
And, oh ! I must entwine, or die ! 
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CHERRIES. 

A lovbr's narrative. 

Suggested by the following Passage in Rousseau : — 

^* Apr Is ledini nous fimes une ieonomie; aulieude 
prendre le cafe qui nous restoit du dije&ne, nous le gar- 
ddmes pour legoHiU avec de la crime et des g&teaux quelles 
anoieni apportis ; et pour tenir notre appUit en haleine, 
nous aU&mes dans le verger achever notre dessert avec des 
cerises, Je montai sur Varhre etje tear enjetois des boa- 
guets dont elles me rendoient les noyaux cL tracers les 
branches, Une fois Mademoiselle Galley, avan^nt son 
iablier et reculant la tite, se presentoit si bien, et je visai 
si juste, queje luifis tomber un bouquet dans le sein; et de 
lire* Je me disois en moi mime : Que mes levres ne sont 
elles des cerises ! eommeje les leur jetterois ainsi de bon 
oBur r Les Confessions de Rousseau, Partie I. Livre 4. 

Flbd had lazy> languid noon, 

When forth we stole from forest bowers. 

My maid and I — 
Where with shade, and song, and tune. 
The sullen, breathless* heated hours, 

Pass'd sweetly by. 



1 o iiiouin ariu eye. 

•' I)u*st think me, then, another Eve?" 
Ill mirlL'cidL'd Jiiood she said, 

'Twixt sniihi and sigh; 
" Woiild'st thon, hke him of old, deceive, 
To rat the fruit forbid to jnaid ?" 

Confus'd stood J ! 

At length, with many a true-love vo\y, — 
The which she chid, but joy'd to hear, — 

Did I reply ; 
And to mine orcliard haste we now, 
With steps, that shake with hope and fear 

Delightfully. 

'I'hcro, up a cherry tree I spring : 
With heart as li„dit as heart can be. 
The uiJiid stands by ; 
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I move as if esich limb were wing, 
And^ oh ! entranced creature, she» 
How great her joy ! 

Then to come underneath f ask 

The maid 9 and spread her lap of snow, 

While I would try — 
Oh sweet employ ! delightful task ! 
Into that snowy lap to throw 

The clusters high. 

She answers with the wish'd-for deed : 
I cherries pluck, one, two, and three ; 

Ad own they fly ; 
" See how like love-lorn hearts they bleed," 
She playfully cries out to me, 

" And blushing lie !' 
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Her lap is white as new-falPn snow. 
Or lamb— yet seat of whiter state 

Attracts mine eye ; 
Her bosom ! — there I dext'rous throw 
The cherries next, with courage great, 

Oh, ecstasy ! 



Eiitranc'd to lie !" 

She (lid not frown ; — that day is gone, 
And I since then have met her scorn ; 

'Lorn creature I ! 
Her heart, in thought, I have survey 'd, 
And this sad simile have made — 

I know not why : 

Like the red-hearted cherry, it 

C'an bhish, and bleed, and guile the wit 

That seeks to sip ; 
Can tempt the taste to try and win, 
While all, alas! is stone within. 

And mocks the lip.* 



* II may be necessary to state, that this Poetical Trifle 
was ttie ,\uthor's lirst exercise in tlie simple, story-telling 
bcliu(»l <^t' the Lake Poets, lie is not sure, at this moment, 
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whether his intentions^ when writing this Poem^ were 
seriously to imitate the exquisite simplicity and truth to 
nature so prevalent in his models^ or playfully to mimic 
their puerility, colloquiality^ and occasional inanity. This 
the reader will, perhaps, decide for him. 



--•iJ>Hfr^ 



('oMi; till till' howl ! — one summer's day, 

SuiiH,' Iicnrts, that had been wreck'd and severed, 
AiT'iin t»» tempt the Ii(jiiid way, 

And 'p»iii tlicir former mates endeavour'd ; 
I^it thcti nrose this serious question, 

\^ liieli hest to kindred hearts would guide? 
\\ Mitr, \\;is Pnidence' pure suggestion, 

!>ui ihat thev thou^j-ht too cold a tide ! 

P( ;ut^ i);nh' them try the milky way, 

i^ut ihey were fearful 'twould becalm them ; 
Cvu'il I.ove. on dews of morning stray, — 

'I'hry deomM 'twould from their purpose charm 
them. 
Cried I'ri«iidship, try tiie rul)y tide, — 

Tliey did — each obstacle departs ; 
'Tis still with wine 'reft hearts will glide 

Most surelv unto kindred hearts. 



Ill 



TRANSLATION OF P6TRARCH's 28tH SONNET. 



" Solo c pensosOf i pin deserli campL^ <J*r. 



Alonb^ and pensive, through these desert shades, 
I pace the earthy with heavy steps and slow ; 
Avoiding watcbftiHy, as forth I go, 
Each human haunt — intent, till daylight fades, - 
To shun man^s piercing gaze and question rude ; 
For, long of cheerful thoughts bereft by care. 
My love-lorn form betrays my mind's despair, 
And my heart's fires through my sad eyes protrude: 
While Fancy whispers, that the hiHs and plains. 
The streams and forests, know, though so con- 
ceal'd. 
The story of my fife, its joys, and pains ; 

And in my walks rio spot is e'er reveal'd. 
But there Love, straying, haunts me ceaselessly. 
Conversing — I with him, and he with me. 



To find my heart so heavy grown, 

That I could almost swear 
^'ounl; Cupid's dart was form'd of stone, 

And he had fix'd it there; 
A pang, I dare not tell, to prove, 

And yet cannot conceal, — 
F do not know if this is Love, 

But this is what I feel ! 

A secret influence to bear, 

Makes me one form pursue, 
As if that form the loadstone were, 

And mine the needle true ; 
That pleasing malady to prove, 

Which best itself can heal, — 
1 do not know if this is Love, 

But this is what I feel ! 
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SIMPLICITY. 



I wish'd to make my Love a gift of something soft 

and simple. 
For softness and simplicity lurk in her every 

dimple ;* 



* Thus Varro : 

'* Sigilla in mento impressa Amoris digitulo, 
Vestigio demonstrant mollitudinem ;" 

quoted by Madame Dacier, io her edition of Anacreon, 1681^ 
on a similar passage in that Author's celebrated Ode^ A^c, 
^t^pculwv apiTc. This simple trifle, which has appeared 
anonymously, has been singularly noticed and maltreated in 
the Literary World ; it has been curtailed of its fair propor- 
tions and transformed into a Song at the Surrey Theatre, by 
Mr. T. Dibdin. The Reverend Kalph Sharpe, in order to 
fit it for the 'Beauties qf English Poetry,^ in his " Flowers 
OF Rhetokic/' 1819> p. 93, has, under the title of the ' Be- 
nevolent Lover,* not very benevolently, deprived it of any 

I 



At first, I thought of violets a rustic couch Vd 

make her, 
Wheroon to rest her ivory limbs, when sleep might 

overtake her ; 
But Love sung, * Foolish youth, beware ! for when 

on them she lies. 
The flowers will die with envying her azure veins 

and eyes.' 

Then glow-worms I resolv'd to catch, to light her 

in the night ; 
But Love exclaim'd, * They will not shine before 

her eyes so bright !' 

point it possessed, by his chastening improvements ; and 
lastly it has been fathered by a provincial pretender, and 
figured its little hour, under his name, in the ' Poet's Corner* 
of a Country Newspaper. 
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< Well, then/ qaoth I, * VU lilies plodE, to ornament 

her vert ;' 
Cried Love, * Her whiter bosom, youth, will orna- 
ment it best.' 

* A band of roses, then, Fll twine, to grace her fore- 
head fair;' 

Said Love, ' No band can grace it like her band of 
golden hair.' 

< What shall I give her, th^?' I sigh'd. Qaoth 

Love, * You foolish elf,^ 
You can give the maid no gift so soft and simple 
as ffourselfP 
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TvE banquets souglit, but never 3'et 

C'onid sootbe my bosom's care ; 
Riol at •vrry one I met, 

But Pleasure was not there. 
No, Pleasure loves too well to roam, 

Slie lieecis no one's beliest ; 
8('ir-wiir»l, alas ! she'll only come 

An uninvited guest ! 

But, oh ! the joys that Pleasure brings, 

Thoy precious are, and rare, 
As is the Oasis, tlint springs 

In Libia's deserts bare. 
A fountain in a world of sands, 

A (lower in barren plains, 
A kindly voice in savage lands, 

A balm where sickness reigns ! 



y 
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And shall we then slight Pleasure's hours? 

Her transient joys defer ? 
No 1 when she visits life's dull bowers, 

Let's woo and welcome her. 
Life is too short, and woe too wide, 

To slight one hour of bliss ; 
And when, with Maia by my side, 

Was one more blest than this? 



When last we quarrell'd, Love, I swore, 
I would not for a year behold thee ; 

But, ah ! a day had scarce pass'd o'er, 
Ere once more did my arms enfold thee. 

* These Lines are slightly imitated from Paulus Silen- 
tiarius, vide '* Anthologia," edit. Brunck, Strasburgh, 1773, 
epigram 24. This casuistical defence of amatory perjury has 
been frequently imitated by the French Poets, but I have 
never yet seen it cleverly handled by English Writers ; as Me, 
nander says, * Opyri ^i\8ut€s oKiyos laxttw xpovos,^ The anger 
of those who love does not continue long, yet short as it is, 
passion is ingenious in its devices to abridge its briefest du- 
ration. Bland, to his translation of these lines of Paul, lias 
subjoined a note, in which he remarks, that *' the simple 
thought, of time being lengthened by the absence of Lovers, 
has never been so well expressed, because never in so few words, 
as by Theocritus, 'O* 5c Trodowres ev *t\fiatrrt. yr^pcuTKovaivS^ 
< Chi ania, e chi desia, in un giorno s*invecchia,^ as Salvini 
has correctly interpreted it. 
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Yet charge me not with perjury, 
Mj oath religiously I kept, love ! 

That day was a whole year to me. 
So lingeriogly the moments crept, love ! 



BALLAD. 



On ! lone: shall I think of the Miller's fair daughter, 

TIk' llowcr of the valley, poor Eleanor Grey ; 
For thouirli Sorrow's sure dart to the dark grave 
has brought her, 
I lor virtues, in memory, ne'er can decay ! 
Like the glow-worm, which shines, the night's dark- 
ness illuming ; 
Like the breath of the rose, which, though sweet 

while 'tis blooming, 
Rroatlies sweeter when death is its beauty entomb- 
ing, 
Is tlio momorv sweet of lost Eleanor Grev ! 
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If to love be a crime^ and there's sin in believing, 
Then greatly a sinner was Eleanor Grey ; 

For Edwin was tender as well as deceiving, 

And swore to protect, when he meant to betray. 

And like the mild night-plant, when some rude foot 
bends it. 

Whose only reproach is the perfume it lends it, 

She sighed, " My heart blesses the false youth who 
rends it !'' 
And died as she blessM him, poor Eleanor Grey ! 



rYTHAGOBAS. 



Quum jurat immites ventos ttudire eubantcm — 
Aut, gelidas hybemus <iquas cnmfudeni Auster, 
Securem somnos, imbrejuvaute, sequi / 

Tl BULL vs. 



J LOVE to hear the high winds pipe aloud^ 

When 'gainst the leafy nations up in arms; 
Now screaming in their rage, now shouting, proud; 

Then moaning, as in pain at war's alarms : 
Then softly sobbing to unquiet rest ; 

Then wildly, harshly, breaking forth again. 
As if in scorn at having been repress'd ; 

With marching sweep careering o'er the plain. 
And, oh ! I love to hear the gusty shower 

Against my humble casement pattering fast. 
While shakes the portal of my quiet bower : 
For then 1 envv nut tlie noble's to\\er, 
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Nor, while my cot thus braves the storm and blast. 
Wish I the tumult of the heavens past. 

Yet wherefore joy I in the loud uproar ? 

Does still life cloy, has peace no charms for me? 
Pleases calm nook and ancient tome no more. 

But do I long for wild variety ? 
Ah ! no ; the noise of elements at jar. 

That bids the slumbers of the worldling close. 
Lone Nature's child, does not thy visions mar, — 

It does but soothe thee to more sure repose. 
I sigh not for variety nor power. 

My cot, like castled hall, can brave the storm ; 
Therefore I joy to list the sweepy shower 

And piping winds, at home, secure and warm ; 
While soft to heaven my orisons are sent 
In grateful thanks for its best boon, content I* 



* These Stanzas are, it will be perceived, but very little 
more than an amplification of the well-known lines of 
Lucretius : 

Suave mari magno turbantibus sequora ventis, 
E territ magnum alterius spectare laborem. 



I\\LSE girl ! ril wear thy chains no more, 

My heart sliall be my own ; 
'Twas thy neglect left ope the door, — 

And now, the captive's flown 1 
Then give me, give me back the tears, 

Tliat I have shed for thee ; 
They shall congeal to drops of ice, 

To show I'm cold to thee ! 

Once, it was bliss thy chains to wear. 

Tor flowerets hid them all ; 
But, since thy scorn has kill'd the flowers. 

The unwreath'd fetters gall ! 
Then give me, give me back the sighs, 

That I have breath'd for thee ; 
Willi them, Til fan the flames of love 

In one more true and free. 
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LINES, 



Give me the lyre my Gracia held so dear, 
And let me wake the lay that, once, to hear 
She bent so tenderly, and lov'd so much ; 
Then place beside the harp she us'd to touch. 
And, while to mine in soft response it rings, 
I'll think that still again she sweeps its strings ; 
The dear deceit will cheat me of my pain. 
And, in a sound, I'll live o'er life again !* 

* Kotzebue in his Travels to Paris^ vol. 3, p. 166, Eng- 
lish translation, 1804, gives us the following extract from his 
* pocket book.' "Of a girl romantically in love, I have noted 
an anecdote, which is said to have happened very recently, 
and which will touch the feelings of most of my readers as it 
did mine. 

*' She was playing on the harpsichord, and her lover used 
often to accompany her on the harp. He died, and his harp 
had remained in her room. After the first access of despair. 



...>. ow.M^o oi the instrument. The harpsichord from this 
moment constituted her only pleasure, as it afforded her the 
joyful certainty that her lover was still hovering about her. 
One of those unfeeling men, who want to know and clear up 
every thinj?, once entered her apartment ; the girl instantly 
Ix-gged him to be quiet, for that very moment the dear harp 
spoke most distinctly — being informed of the amiable illu- 
sion wliich overcame her reason, he laughed, and with a 
^'reat display of learning, proved to her, by experimental 
j)hysics, that all this was very natural. From that instant 
the maiden grew melancholy, drooped, and died." This 
anecd(^te has furnished the groundwork of a romantic tale, 
by the patriotic and heroic poet Korner, entitled '* The 
Harp." 
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PITY'S PEARL. 



The skies were dark, the wind was high. 
The foaming ocean 
Was all in motion, 
And threw its billows to the sky» 

Alas ! Alas I 
Too late the life-boat came to save ; 
The fishers met a watery grave. 
Before friends', kindred's, children's eyes. 
Their agony what could surpass ? 
They, shrieking, shrinking. 
Saw them sinking. 
Sinking, ah never more to rise ! 
' Alas I Alas 1 



ixiua i x&iao 



And sadly did the maiden sigh, 
" All ! why no other pearl have I, 
Tlian that which Pity's eye now gives ; 

When from their hearts will sorrow pass ? 
The bri£jht tear fell wlicre waves were sighing, 
Fell wliero a shell was aptly lying, 

The shell that virgin tear receives ; 
Alas! Alas! 

Sliriii'd in the shell, that bright tear there 
By power, given 
From bounteous heaven, 
Became a pearl of value rare : 

Oh joy I Oh joy! 
The fishers' offspring, toiling, find 
The pearly tear for them design'd, 
A mighty sum they by it gain ; 
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It soon o'erthrew each dark annoy , 

And ere the morrow^ 

Banish'd sorrow — 
Prov'd Gracla's tear fell not in vain, 
Oh joy! Oh joy!* 

* The origin 6f this Ballad is an Eastern Fable, I believe 
by Bafiz^ which I find translated first in the Spectator^ No. 
293, vol. 3. The elegit Mancini^ Duke de Nivernois, has 
versified the original so gracefully, in his ' Fables,' Livre 
Second^ that I cannot forbear gratifying the French Reader 
by transcribing it :>- 

LA GOUTTE d'EAU. 

Du haut de la voiite des airs 

Une goutte d'eau detachee^ 

Tombait dans Tabime des mers ; 
Elle en 4tait sans doute bien touch^e^ 

Pour peu qu'elle edt de sentiment : 

Venir ainsi du firmament 
Pour se trouver confondue^ ^garee ; 

Rouler a jamais ignoree 
Parmi les flots de ce vaste ^l^ment 
Dont notre terre est partout entour6e, 
C'^toit un sort bien triste assur^ment 

Quoi qu'il en soit, les lois du mouvement 

Allant leur train, la goutte est attir^e 
Du haut en bas, et touche a son dernier momentr 

K 



- pare d'abord I'ecrin d'un curieax : 
Tiientot d'unc princesse elle orne la toilette, 

Et finit par briller sur les autels des dieux. 
Qui Paurait dit^ quand la pauvrette 
Tombait si tristement des cieux ? 
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ODE. 



NATURE'S SUPREMACY! 



Give me the wild note still, that springs 
When o'er the harp the minstrel flings 
His gifted hand, and tries his power 
In inspiration's mighty hour ! 
Awakening, from th' unconscious chords, 
Wild notes that mock the power of words ! 
In careless untaught circles winding, 
' The soul's most hidden feelings finding. 
Before the lay of cunning art. 
Which charms the ear, but leaves the heart. 
Give me the stream meandering on. 
O'er many a bed of sedge and stone ; 
Here brawling loud — now whispering there. 
But still depriving us of care ; 
Before the dull, the staid canal 
That moves without a rise or fall. 

k2 



She's lit'avon''s own inmate wandered here. 

^U• youiv^ wild thing ! my young wild thing! 

'I liv heart is like the linnet's wins: : 

Hilt, ;ih ! once snar'd, my love, by mo, 

S4» hI'SsM thy humble home should be, 

TIioii ne'er sluMiMst si^li, love, to be free: 

]*m*e Nature how thou wak'st our sighs, 

Tliou first best blessing of the skies! 

All tliat bt*longs, lovVl power, to thee, 

fs <hN\r, heaven knows how dear, to mo! 

The llower, that in the desert blows, 

Tlie grape, that glad in nature grows, 

Anacroonting all our fields, 

A charm, more cool, more blessed, yields. 

To loniring e^es and burning lip. 

That faint to gaze and die to sip, 

Tha?i c'wx precocious fruit and flower, 

U:us'd by the hot-bed's ripening power ! 
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And Maia, wild untutor'd creature, 

With Nature's speecb, and Nature's feature. 

Is dearer than the polish'd fair, 

That blooms in cultivated air. 

Her simple song of artless grace, 

Far more delights the heart to trace, 

Than all the scientific strains 

Of classic Arno's maids and swains. 

Her careless, playful, artless g^it. 

Her step so light, yet so elate j 

More fascination has for me 

Than walk of solemn dignity ; 

Or all the dancer's artful mazes. 

Which but surprise the eye that gazes. 

Pure love from Nature still has birth ; 

Nature's from Heaven — Art springs from £arth ! 



At blush of morn, the silver horn 
Was loudly blown at the castle gate ; 

And, from the wall, the Seneschal 
Saw there a weary pilgrim wait. 

" What news — what news, thou stranger bold ? 

Thy looks are rough, thy raiment old ! 

And little does Lady Isabel care 

To know how want and poverty fare." 
'* Ah let me strait that Lady see, 
l\iv iar I come from the North Country !" 

*' And who art thou, bold wight, I trow. 
That would to Lady Isabel speak ?" 

'^ Ont^ who, long since shone as a jn'incc. 
And kissM liur damask cheek ! 
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But oh my trusty sword has faird. 

The cruel Paynim has prevaiPd, 

My lands are lost, my friends are few. 

Trifles all, if my Lady's true !" 

** Poor Prince ! ah when did woman's truth. 
Outlive the loss of lands and youth !" 



Paraphrased from the follotoing disiich qf Ihe PhUtmiiher 

Plato, in iMertius : — 

** As€^a5 €i(raOp€is, asrfp €fios, tide yevoifirjv 
Ovpavoi, ws iruWois op-^ourtv €is <re §Ae7r«." 



Oh ! Psyche, that I were 3^011 sky ; 

Tor then, at bhish of morning, 
My tears should all in dew drops fly, 

In sorrow at thy scorning ! 

Oh ! Psyche, tliat I were yon sky ; 

For then, at evening's gleaming. 
My every star should be an eye. 

Upon thy beauties beaming.* 

♦ Such luxuriant -wishes as tJiese have, in all ages, 
formed the favf>uritc ."ubjccts of Poetry. Longpicrre and 
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Barnea^ in their AimotatioDs on the 22Dd Ode of ADacreon, 
" *H Tard\ov vor* !«?," the parent of most of these fanciful 
compositions, refer to several imitations of it ; of which an 
Epigram by Dionysius^ the Sophist, extant in the Antholo- 
gia, beginning *' £16' aytfios yevotfxriv, av 96 ye seixea-a vrap^ 
avyas,** appears to be the best. Apuleius, however, has some 
pretty Verses in this style. Among the moderns^ a French 
Bard, Monsieur de la Mothe Houdart, wantons, in my opinion, 
the most gracefully. 



I.N days of old, when Love was young, 

He pledged his duty, 

To charming Beauty ! 
With her he danc'd, to her he sung, 
And soon for their wedding the bells were rung; 

She look'd so sweetly, 

Dress'd so neatly, 
.She stole young Love's fond heart away, 

And N vniplis, with vny/y, their lair heads hung, 
At Beauty's looks, so bright and gay ! 

In joy tliey passM their honeymoon, 

When ah ! poor Beauty 

I'orgot each duty. 
And it was seen with sorrow, soon 
That sho a sloven ii.ul beeome ; 
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No more a lover. 

The wide world over. 
Love wing'd his flight from his young bride's arms. 

In hopes to find, ah dearest boon ! 
His once-priz'd Beauty's former charms. 

Beauty, enrag'd that thus Love rov'd, 

Spoke words reviling ; 

He answered smiling, 
Alike by scorn and tears unmov'd, 
" You're not the Beauty once I lov'd ! 

You dress'd to gain me ; 

To retain me. 
You should have doubled each fond endeavour, 

Love cools as Beauty careless proves. 
And when Love flies, he flies for ever 1" 



On re-pcrusirtff, after a long interval, a book that had 
been a favourite in Childhood. 



Wakener of thoughts in youth's sweet spring of 

life, 

Thou hast brought back that time when all was 
new, 

1 glance at once long years of turmoil through, 
And rt'St, where all with peace and flowers is rife. 

How, as this long-forsaken tome I view. 
Sinks into decpi'st shadow manhood's strife ; 

And all my childish joys at once renew ; 
As if each word was magic that I read, 
Of f)ower to wake the past, and raise the dead ; 

Hiving the spirit of lost joys so plain. 

My worn heart beats with youth's bold pulse 
again. 
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Oh volume, potent as that book of dread, 
Which, for his Ladye, he of Deloraine, 
From wizard Scott, bore with such toil and pain ! 

There may be tomes more deep, more rare, more 
good 

Than thou, companion of my childish days ; 
But thou'rt the first I lov'd and understood ! 

Thou art the first plungM me in wonder's maze I 
I cling to thee, as early lover should ; 

Thrill with those feelings thou wert first to raise; 

I stray with thee through all past pleasant ways ; 
Recall the converse we have had together. 
Reclined on grassy bank, in summer weather, 

Or by a winter fire, in antique chair ; 

And, like a lover gazing on his fair, 
I find new beauties out at each fresh gaze. 

Let Wisdom frown ; she'd try to yield, in vain, 

Such joy as from thy simple page I gain ! 



TO - 



When first with yours my heart took wing, 
'Twas pure as Nature woke it ; 

You rould have made it any thing, 
But cruelly you broke it ! 

You s«Ty, you'll give it back again ; 

Thru give it as you found it, 
I'or who but she can soothe its pain, 

VV^ho was the first to wound it? 

Those olden laws of purest truth, 

(Ileav'n did to man impart,) 
Gave i}yo for eye, and tooth for tooth, 

And whv not heart for heart ? 
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Give but your heart to me for mine, 
My pangs, my woes, were o'er ; 

Or, let it but with yours entwine, 
I ask, I wish no more ! 



IN'VRRTED PROM THR FRKNCIf. 



The wino-cnp draught has lost its zest, 

Music's sweet spell hath left me ! 
My towers hove lodgM a treacherous guest, 

Who lias of joy bereft me. 
Oh Page, intruders here may roam. 

Then take thy sad Lord's orders, 
Of all to whom I'll be at home. 

Who chance to cross our borders ! 

Jf Learning knocks, say Tm engag'd, 

Hut bid her call to-morrow ; 
If F^ovel ! that Lm much enrag'd ! 

J'or she but brings mo sorrow. 
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To Friendship, hint I'd be alone ; 

That I'm unwell, tell Science ; 
If Business calls, to town I've flown ! 

If War, bid him defiance 1 

But, ah ! if Love, false boy, should come. 

With no excuse deceive him I 
Though false, I cannot bid him roam. 

But must again receive him. 
Though he has robb'd my heart of rest. 

From Love I cannot sever ; 
He still will be a welcome guest. 

Will still be dear as ever ! 



L 



TO 



Its passion my timid heart smothers. 
And deems not> devoted and true. 

The rapture of living for others 
So sweet as the dying for you ! 

Myself with the silent to number. 
And think that I died for thy sake, 

Were as sweet as to sink into slumber, 
With music that seraphims wake ! 
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WOMAN'S FIRST LOVE! 



G09 and in fetters seek to bind 

The ocean's restless waves ! 
Try with a word to hush the wind. 

When fierce the tempest raves ; 
Bid daylight from the skies depart ; 

Ah 1 still the task will pastime prove. 
To his who seeks from woman's heart 

To root her first pure love ! 

G09 bid the grave its dead restore, 

Unstain'd by earthly woes ! 
Essay to wean, for evermore. 

Its fragrance from the rose I 
Woo doves to |Uay the vulture's part. 

Ah I still the task will pastime prove. 
To his who seeks from woman's heart 

To root her first pure love ! 

L2 



INK IDEA FROM THE FRENCH. 



I\ Infancy, u tender flower. 

Cultivate her ! 
A floating bark, in Girlhood's hour. 

Softly freight her ! 
\N hen Woman grown, a fruitful vine. 

Tend and press her ! 
A sacred charge, in Life's decline. 

Shield and bless her !* 



* I should not have ji^iven a place to this boyish trifle, but, 
that ii has hitely found its way into several respectable pub- 
lications, in a very imperfect state, totally without nay 
aji^oncy. 
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PLATONICAL SONNET. 



How beautiful to worship woman's eyes 

As stars of heaven I fbrm'd, man's guiding light. 

But to be gaz'd on as celestial bright ; 
To deem them as the jewels of the skies ; 

The blue, day's sapphire-s ; — black, the gems of 
night : — 
To hold her words as music, deem her sighs 
As gales of balm, in cassia groves that rise ; — 
To think the blush that o'er her soft cheek flies 

The sun's warm set, the vesper's rosy flight ! — 
To feel one smile of her's, life's choicest prize : 

To deem her sacred, holy, angel quite I 
Inspiring all that's pure and blest and wise ! 

The fountain of all chastity and might ; 

Ah ! is not this to worship woman right ? 



Love aimM his arrows at my heart. 
And round my eyes his bandage tied ; 

That I might blindly nurse his smart, 
Unmov'd by coquetry and pride. 

And, long, to gain false Maia's hand 
I sigh'd, her follies passing o'er; 

Till, ah ! her scorn unbound Love's band, 
Then, then I saw, and lov'd no more ! 

Oh ! like those nether things of gloom. 
Which die when they behold the light. 

Give Love his eyes, you raise his tomb ! 
He's Love no more when he has sight. 
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THE PLAIN GOLD RING.* 



dALLAD. 



>9 



Hb was a Chief of low degree ! 

A Lady, high and fair, was she : 

She dropp'd a Ring — ^he rais'd the gem, 

'Twas rich as eastern diadem, — 

" Nay as your mistress' trophy take 

The toy, when next a lance you break. 

He to the Tourney rode away, 

And bore off Glory's Wreath that day ! 

* I forget the name of the love-sick Peeress, from whose 
seasonable hint to a gallant young officer this Ballad was 
taken $ it is, however, a well-authenticated anecdote in the 
higher circles ! This trifle has attained some degree of po- 
pularity from my having united it to a movement in the 
late lamented Wbbbr's beautiful Overture to the Freischulz. 
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How did his ardent bosom beat, 

When, hastening to that Lady's feet. 

The Ring and Wreath he proudly laid ; 

** Oh keep the gaud," she softly said ; — 

** Nay, Ring so rich I may not wear. 

How e'er return a gift so rare ?" — 

** Dear youth, a Plain Gold Ring^^'* she sigh'd, 

" From you, were worth the world beside I" 
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ODE. 

On being present at a Young* Ladies' Ball, in Leamington 

Spa, Warwickshire, 



Oh I we may traverse earth's wide round. 
Before a sight more pure is found 

Than where (sweet balm for each alloy !) 
Youth, innocence and beauty, bound 

Through life's brief paths of joy ! 
I came, a pilgrim to the scene. 

My spirit vex'd, my vision tir'd 
With all the follies that have been. 

Which men deem joys ; — ^my soul desir'd 
A pleasure calmer, purer far. 
Than riot, from her headlong car, 
Bestows on those she seeks to cheer; 
I came, and oh ! I found it here / 
How redolent are childhood's joys 

With all that's dear and bright ; 



Where waters smoothly flow. 
And, caught from heaven, its cheering rays 

To-morrow may again bestow. 
Ah ! how unlike the worldling's smile, 
Which only gleams but to beguile, 

Hides pangs remorse may wake ; 
Like to those fat u us fires that gleam 
On the dank breast of stagnant stream, 

Or foul, mephitic lake. 
The sports of innocence and youth. 
Flash with the diamond force of truth ; 
We know tlieir joy hath no alloy. 
No retrospection will destroy ; 
And, as that flower,* which still, at night. 
Sheds all around sweet sparks of light, 

* The Papaver Orientalis, or Eastern Poppy, said lo 
dilVusc electric sparks at night. 
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Which it has caught by day ; 
So they beam back youth's hoon again. 
And light up every darker vein 

With pleasure's ][mrest ray : 
We catch from innocence its rest. 

Inhale from youth its glee ; 
And feel that glow within the breast 

Which long had ceas'd to be ! 
But see the graceful group advance ! 

Breathing with mirth and love ; 
Prepared to weave the mazy dance, 

Harmoniously they move ! 
O'er every limb is music playing. 
They glide like sylphs 6*er eether straying ; 
Or, like Diana's nymphs at t^rt. 
Or, fairies holding some high court ; — 

Now through arcaded arms they rove ; 
The Nereides, from coral caves, 
Tliat swim in moon-light o'er the waves,. 

Lur'd by the Syren train, 
(Charming the Tritons gazing nigh,) 
Glide not more undulating by. 

Nor to a sweeter strain. 



Through smiles of light, on either side, 
Thu gladdening light of joyful eyes. 
For all will gain an equal prize, 

All feel an equal pride. 
And down that grove the younger band 
Trip on like elves in magic land, 

Whose footsteps only fall on flowers. 
Lifting them sweetly up again. 
Some fairer blossom's step to gain 

In those enchanting bowers. — 
Chasing each other, on they come. 
Then, all in mingled forms, they roam, 

A beautiful confusion ! 
Till like a rocket to the sight, 
They shoot into a star of light, 

A lucid sweet conclusion. 
\\i)\\ does that nioliou soothe and please 
\\ here nil is »nel(>Hv and ease ; 
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In Beauty's curve they move, they form, 
For, no sharp angle dares deform. 

No step abrupt appear. 
As soft they glide as rill through valley. 
Which though it joys in antic sally. 

Still lulling is and clear ; 
Nor want those nymphs each livelier step. 
Now in the frolic waltz they twine. 
Now in the gay quadrille they join. 
In giddy reel they trip. 
But hold ! enchanting every one. 
The stately minuet is begun ! 

The genius of the night advances. 
Oh I dance of dignity and grace. 
Thou hast but ill resigned thy place 

To fashion's lighter dances ; 
Thy steps that sentiment impart. 
Thy movements, minuet of the heart,* 

* The Minuet du Cceur, commonly called the Minuet de 
la Cour, composed by the elegant and delicate Noverre. It 
was styled the Minuet of the Heart, from the peculiar ex- 
pression of sentiment so discernible both in the music and 
figure. 



Our days do not bestow. 

When didst thou e'er yield more delight 

Than by thy mastery to-night ? 

But who are these, the sister two,* 

Whom each perfection seems to woo I 

How elegantly light they come, 
Sweet daughters of Terpsichore, 
The goddess' self they seem to be, 
And sport from them gains dignity. 

Taste finds a lasting home. 
Twin fav'rites of the Graces they, 
The muse of motion owns their sway. 

Upon their steps she waits ; 
Oh ! ever be their hearts as light 
And gay, as on this happy night ; 

Grant it ye guardian fates ! 

♦ Two young ladies, daughters of the mistress of the cere- 
monies, on this occasion. 



159 

See, now they come like Gades' maids, 
Andy oh ! like them in Cadiz' shades. 
Off, to the blythe bolero, set 
And click the sprightly castagnet. 
Now to the master's strain they give 
A form ! it moves ! it speaks ! alive ! 

It darts upon the eye and ear. 
Votaries of riot, ^eushion, come—r 
See where pure taste has found a home. 

See joy's refinement here ! 
Sweet nymphs I from whose delight to-night 
My soul in turn has cftug:ht Relight, 

Accept this tribute-lay ; 
Still feel the blisc^ that you feel here. 
Still be its source as purQ and clear. 

Thus does a Poet pray ! 
Ho^ swift this night of joy has past, 
How long in memory it will l^t ! 



'O V8S 6 \a\7j(r<i)v @€os. 

Menander. 



I^KEMs tluTC God holds no converse with the Earth 
JIc tuird to form through «?> succeeding days ? 

But that he leaves it now as nothing worth, 
Or in hijj^h anger at its erring ways? 

Whi'u, of old time, if true that scripture says, 

To (Munmuno with the worm that owes him birth, 
III* sent his spirits forth, tempering their rays 
And speech to man's weak ear and feeble gaze. 

And made this world the fane of peace and mirth ; 
While rose of gratitude the humble lays. 
In thousand tones of thankfulness and praise : 

Ah ! that tht-re should of faitii be so ijrcat dearth ! 
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Man's folly wraps my senses in amaze, 
In vain to gloze his fault, my heart essays ! 

Although not palpable to sight and mind. 

The Eternal hplds high converse with his slave ; 
Speaks he not to us in the rush of wind ? 

Speaks he not to us in the roar of wave ? 
Can we no voice in the loud thunder find ? — 

No aspiration high in echoing cave ? 
In deepest silence is no voice enshrined, 
By which thoughts calm and holy are enjoined ? 

What stronger evidence shall mortals crave ? 
Oh man 1 to reason deaf, perverse, and blind. 

How long will you such testimony brave ? 
Believe that still, omnipotent and kind, — 

As wont of old, you, heavenly warnings have. 

Through Nature's voice it is Heaven speaks 

to SAVE ! 



M 



WRITTEN TO A MEI^ODY BY MOZART. 



/ came to the p/ace of nit/ birth, and T cried, " Tlie friends 

of mil Youth, vrhere are they P*' and an Echo answered^ 

*• Where are they ?" 

Arabic ms. 



I'c) the scenes of my cliildliood. 

When years had departed , 
To my haunts in the wild-wood. 

With fondness 1 came ; 
But though h.ope smil'd before me, 

I felt heavy-hearted ; 
One sad thought came o'er me, 

Ah ! were tliey the same ? 
In many a sally, 

The brook llowM unaltered, 
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The glen and the valley 

Still stood in their pride ; 
But " The Friends of my Youth, 

Ah ! where are they ?" I falter'd — 
" Where are they ? — where are they ?" 

An Echo replied ! 

Mute Nature still flourished 

In all her first beauty ; 
But the fond hearts that nourish'd 

My young hopes had flown ; 
The ties I had cherish'd, 

Of Friendship and duty, 
With them sadly perished. 

For ever were gone I 
And, ere scarce passed over 

Youth's few years of sorrow, 
For me some lone rover 

In Friendship may sigh ; 
« Where is he ? the Bard 

Whose wild strains cheer'd each morrow !" 
" Where is he l^'-where is A«?" 

Will Echo reply ! 

m2 



WRITTKN APTEIi PKRIIMNfl PETRARCH. 



And thus it was the warm Italian sung 
His sense of Beauty, in the olden time. 
As brii^ht she movM along in that sweet clime. 
By skies of one unclouded blue o'erhung. 
Where nature seems just born, so pure, and young; 
Fair Europe's garden, stanip'd with marks sublime 
Of all with which succeeding times have rung, 
Of classic grace and greatness ! Ah ! among 
Such glorious scenes, and in that witching tongue, 
That in the rudest mouth will turn to rhyme,* 

♦ It is by no means uncommon with the peasantry of 
Italy to answer any q\jfestions that may be put to them, on 
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What wonder that each Lover-Bard hath clunz 
To woman, as a worship, and at prime 

Of mom hath beads of adoration strung, 

From mortal longings free — till latest Vespers 
chime ! 

the road, in rhyme. One of our modem tourists tells us, 
that enquiring his way to some town, he was answered, by a 
Lazzarone, 

" Al Monte 
Alia Fonte, 
Delia CUta 
Nellafronie.^ 



1$ 



CuRiriDEs. 



And canst thou wonder I am sad, 

That once was gayest of the gay ? 
And canst thou bid my heart be glad, 

NVlien all of joy has pass'd away '{ 
Wonder not, wonder not ! 
Despair must ever be my lot. 
I've suffered every mortal wrong, 

I've seen each hope I cherish'd cross'd. 
And mine must be a mournful song, 

I'or I am joyless, hopeless, lost ! 

Did not the dear lovM one, for whom 
1 yielded up my youth's best years, * 

With slow decav sink to the tomb. 

And leave me but my sighs and tears ? 
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Fading fleet — fading fleet 1 
When she seem'd most pure and sweet ! * 
I won her beauties but to see 

Them in the grave untimely fall. 
And feel, when all were envying me, 
That I the saddest was of all ! 

The friends, I valued most, betray'd ; 

And those my household nurtured, still 
With blackest perjury essay 'd 

To work me everv human ill ! 
Faithless crew ! — ^Faithless crew ! 
But remorse will vield their due ! 
To every grateful feeling proof. 

They play'd the traitor's, slanderer's part, 
And, shelter'd 'neath my trusting roof, 

Fawn'd on my hand, and stabb'd my heart I 

I've let my harp neglected lie. 

And slighted all the gifts Heaven gave, 
I've let my young ambition die, 

Nor wrought one deed my name to save. 
Wasted youth ! — Wasted youth ! 
Now too late I wake to truth ! 



I 




■n 
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THE SPANIARD TO HIS COUNTRY. 



Written to an Original Spanish Melody. 



Though the Despot's fell legions awhile triumph 
o'er us, 
Yet droop not, my country, thou still shalt be free ! 
Young Hope, like the sky, shines unbounded be 
fore us ; 
Every feeling hath join'd in devotion to thee. 
As the bright rays of morning chase night's gloomy 
shadows. 
Our spears o'er our mountains shall drive the 
dark slaves ; 
The day-star of Freedom shall rise o'er our meadows. 

And light us to glory or set on our graves ! 
By the faith of our fathers, the ties of relations, 
By the charms of our maidens, our rights we'll 
maintain ! 
Till as free we are left as the first of free nations, — 
Gaul ne'er shall taste Peace in the Olive of Spain ! 



As our peasants still seize on the brand, while 'tis 
glowing, 
And bury it deep in the ashes at night, 
Tliat, firawn forth at morning, each light zephyr 
blowing, 
^Tay kindle the flame and awaken the light.* 
So, let but a breath, but a movement discover 
One hope, one fond wish, for that bright flame's 
return. 
No more in the tomb of dead ashes 'twill hover. 
No ! mark then how warmly, how brightly "'twill 
burn ! 

* " The peasants of Spain preserve their fires during the 
night by means of a piece of burning wood, (the French call 
it mie Inahe, we forget the Spanish word,) which the} bury 
in the ashes till morning ; it is then still alight, and the want 
of external air has prevented the wood from consuming ; 
(hey api»ly a match, and the fire is soon kindled again.'' 

Times Sewspnpcr, I'vlhty, Juh/ 1. Iyi3. 
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Co tftt Diemors of 

MARY ANNE MONCRIEFF, 



Hho died May 24, 1828, in her 22nd Year, 



Sweet token ! Heaven designed her not for earth ! 
She bore an angel's semblance from her birth ; 
A more than mortal grace, that charmed all^yes ; 
A sweetness, that belonged but to the skies ; 
Genius, that all perfection's pathways trod ; 
And virtue, emanation of her God ! 
Thus gifted, was no other blessing hers ? 
Yes, one Heaven on its chosen but confers : — 
That early suffering, which all sin denies. 
Which timely weans us from all worldly ties, 
Which in the gently fading look we trace. 
Yet which but yields its victim milder grace ; 
Sustain'd for lingering years, without complaint. 
Till the meek martyr soar'd into the saint ! 



The beauty t destroyed it iie% drf<0fa^d I 

Death fear'c to strike^althoagb he ecmldiioisi^a^) 

A being botn so fragile and so fair : 

lie paus'd, till weariness had hush'd her sighs, 

Then, imperceptibly, secur'd his prize. 

Ah ! Mary Anne ! thou spring-day of delight! 

Lamp of my life ! now quench'd in death's dark 

night ! 
Could excellence but lend its own bright rays 
To liglit the lines, that fain would hymn its praise. 
Then would this humble scroll immortal prove 
As is thy worth — and as will be my love ! 
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RESIGNATION. 



Yes, yes, I will take comfort, 

I will forbear to sigh, 
V\\ check my sad tears, since I see 

A tear in every eye. 
Though hopelessly I languish, 

I do not mourn alone, 
In every heart there's anguish, 

As deep as in my own ! 

Still, in my love's young morning 

To suffer such a blight ; — 
Ere joy was scarcely dawning. 

To see it set in night ! ^ 
All life's sweet hopes destroying. 

Could heavier woe be mine ? 
(Each bliss of earth enjoying !) 

Yet why should I repine ! 



ixth^ wdifc inusi finisb'd^ te^^^^ 
that spring -s plant dhdiild perie^ 
e autumn's ripen'd tree/ 



ir 



He wrote unto his mother, 

And these the words she read, — 
** Your son from earth must sever. 

And join the silent dead ; 
When o'er my urn you sorrow. 

Bestow alms but on those 
Who ne'er have lost their dearest, 

Who ne'er have known earth's woes." 

The mother sought, but vainly. 
Though near and far she rov'd, 

All had endured earth's trials, 
All lost the friends they lov'd. 

It gave the consolation 
Her hero meant ; for she 
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Saw her's was but the portion 
Of all humanity.* 

Then, then I will take comfort — 

ni balm my bosom's pain, 
I'll dry my tears, though never 

Can I know joy again, 
ril breathe no fruitless murmur. 

Whatever pangs are mine ; 
Since misery's universal. 

Why, why should I repine ! 

* " When Alexander saw his death approaching, he ex- 
claimed, 'The prediction of the Astrologer is accomplished ; 
I no longer belong to the living I Alas ! that the work of my 
youth should be finished ! Alas ! that the plant of Spring 
should be cut down like the ripened tree of Autumn !' He 
wrote to his mother, saying, he should shortly quit this earth 
and pass to the regions of the dead. He requested that the 
alms given on his death should be bestowed on suc^i as had 
never seen the miseries of this world, and had never lost 
those who were dear to them. In conformity to his will, his 
mother sought, but in vain, for such persons : all had tasted 
the woes and griefs of life ; all had lost those whom they 
loved. She found in this a consolation^ as her son had in- 
tended, for her great loss. She saw that her own was the 
common lot of humanity.'* 

Sir John Malcolm's *' History qf Persia." 



Oh ! ye who listen to my wood-notes wild. 

And count in tlieni the sighs that I have breathed. 
When I, in passion"'s wilds^sad garlands wreathed; 

Like; my iitTce master, Love — a very child I 

With all the follies that my heart beguil'd, 
I'ollies by Heaven in punishment bequeath'd, 
if in your hearts love's arrows e'er weresheath'd. 

You then may pity me, from joy exil'd : 

For, on my cheek the blush of shame oft glove's, 
And sad reflection tells mc, but too plain, 

The vulgar herd still mock my passion's woes ! 
I reap m}' follies' meed, remorse and pain ; 

And feel too late the thorn hid in the rose, 

Finding man's praise a dream as transient as 'tis 
vain ! 



TFIE END. 



VV. T. .Momrii-fl, T) p. Saulle Houiiu, Liiiiilxtli. 



'Jf.. X-''!. 



I. '' 















This book should be returned to 
the Itibrary on or before the last date 
Btamped below. 

A fine of fire cents a day ia Inoiured 

time. 

Please retnrn promptly. 






1 



